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THE COUNTRY DOCTOR. 


CHAFrER I. 

THE COUNTRY AND THE l^tAN. 

Ox a lovely spring morning, in 1829, a man about 
fifty years of age was riding along a mountainous road 
which leads to a large village in the neighborhood of 
La Grande Chartreuse. This village is the market-town 
of a populous district enclosed within the circumieience 
of a long valley. A torrent, with a rocky bed often 
dry. but" filled at that season by the melted snows, 
waters this valley, whose heights command on either 
side the peaks of Dauphiue and the Savoie. 

Though all tlie landscapes nestling w'ithin the chain 
of the two Mauriennes have a family likeness, the region 
through which the stranger was riding offered to the 
eye a diversity of gi-ound and a changefulness of light 
and shadow which may be sought in vain elsew'here. 
At times the valley, widening suddenly, gave to view 
an irregular carpet of verdure, which constant irriga- 
tion, due to the mountains, kept ever fresh and tender 
to the eye. Sometimes a saw-mill showed its humble 
buildings picturesquely placed, its supply of fir-trees 
stripped of bark, its watercourse turned from the moun- 
tain torrent and led through troughs hollowed squarely 
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ill great wooden logs, from whose cre vices a fiim,y thread 
of water was escaping. Here and there,, cottages stir-; 
rounded by gardens filled with ii’iiit-trees, then in 
fiower, wakened the ideas which iiidostrioiis poverty 
inspires. Farther on, houses wdth red roofs, made of 
fiat tiles with rounded edges like the scales of a fish, 
told of the ease which conies of patient labor. Above 
each door hung a basket, in wdiich the cheeses were put 
to dry. The hedges eveiywdiere were bright w’ith grape- 
vines, twined, as in Italy, among dwmrf elms whose 
Miage serves as fodder for the cattle. By a caprice of 
nature, the hills approach each other so closely in some 
places that there is no longer any room for mills, or 
fields, or cottages. Separated only by the torrent, 
which darts onw^ard in cascades, the granite wmlls rise 
a hundred feet on either side, clothed with dark firs and 
beeches. Erect, fantastically colored with tufts of moss, 
and diverse in foliage, these trees form magnificent col- 
onnades, edged above and below^ the roadway with 
irregular hedges of arbutus, viburnum, box, and sweet- 
brier. The fragrance of these shrubs blends with the 
penetrating odors of the young shoots of larches, pop- 
lars, and the resinous pine, and with the wilder, more 
subtile, and inj’ sterious perfumes of a mountainous re- 
gion, embodying, as it W'-ere, the deepest and swmetest 
secrets of nature, and breathing aromatic airs wliieli 
stimulate old memories, as scents are w^'Orit to do. A 
few clouds floated among the rocks, veiling and unveil- 
ing the grizzled summits of the mountains, often as 
vaporous as the clouds themselves whose downy flakes 
they,, seemed to tear*; ./Every instant the landscape 
changed its aspect, and the sky its light ; the mountains 
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changed their colors,- the slopes their shadows,, and tlie 
vales their shape. Innumerable vistas opened, which 
unlooked-for accidents — a ray of siiiilight athwart the 
trunks of trees, an opening glade, a tangled brake — 
made delicious to the e^’e in the hush of silence, in the 
season of the year when all is young and the sun kindles 
a pure heaven. It was indeed a land of beauty ; it was 
France! 

The traveller — a man of tall stature — w-as dressed 
wholly in blue cloth, as carefully brushed as the glossy 
hide of the horse on which he sat erect and firm as an 
old cavalry officer. If his black cravat, his doeskin gloves, 
the pistols protruding from his holsters, and the port- 
man teaii securel 3 " fastened to the crupper of his saddle 
liad not proclaimed him a soldier, his bronzed face, pit- 
ted with the small-pox, and its regular features stamped 
with evident insouciance, his decided manner, the as- 
surance of his glance, the carriage of his head, wmiild 
all have betrayed the regimental habits of w’hifli a sol- 
dier never divests himself, even after his return to do- 
mestic life. Other men might have marvelled at the 
various beauties of this alpine nature, so smiling as it 
nestles in the upland valleys of France ; but this officer, 
wdio had doubtless traversed man}' lands with the French 
armies of the imperial wmrs, enjoyed the landscape 
without apparent surprise at its manifold changes ; for 
astonishment is an emotion wdiieh 'Napoleon seems to 
have eradicated from the minds of liis soldiers. The 
.composure of a man’s face is a sure sign by .which; an; 
observer may recognize the men wdio were' forme liy 
enrolled under the ephemeral, but imperishable, eagles 
; of ' the great emperor. 


4 


The Country Doctor, 


The traveller was, in fact, one of those officers, now 
few in number, whom the bullets spared, thoiigli he 
served on all the battlefields commanded by Napok^on. 
There wms nothing extraordinary about his life. He 
had fouglit well and loyally in the ranks, doing his 
duty by night as by day, under the eye of bis eonniian- 
der or away from him ; never giving an unneeessaiy 
sabre-thrust, and incapable of giving one too mai\v. 
The rosette of an officer of the Legion of honor, wdiicli 
he wore in his button-hole, came to him after the battle 
of the Moskowa, when he was chosen by the unanimous 
voice of his regiment as tlie one wiio, on that great day, 
proved most wortly to receive it. Belonging as he did 
to the limited numher of men wdio are seemingly reserved 
and cold, timid in self-assertion and content within them- 
selves, — men whose spirit is humiliated at the very 
thought of soliciting a favor, of whatever nature it may 
be, — his promotions had come to him only through the 
slow process of seniorit}". Made a sub-lieutenant in 
1802, he was, despite his gray mustache, only in com- 
mand of a squadron in 1829 ; and yet his life was so 
pure that no man in the army, not even the general, 
approached him without an involuntaiy feeling of re- 
spect, — an uncontested advantage, whieii his superiors 
may have been unwilling to forgive. On the other hand, 
and by way of compensation as it were, the common 
soldiers w^ere devoted to him with a feeling like that of 
children towards a good mother, for to them he w^as 
both indulgent and severe. Once a soldier in the ranks 
like themselves, ho knew all their miserable joys and 
their joj^ous miseries ; the pardonable and the punisli- 
able delinquencies of men whom ho always called his 
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cliildren,” and allowed, 'during a campaign,, to forage 
for fodder and provisions 'on the inkldie-dass inhabitants 
of. a country* , 

As to his private history, it was -wrappe'd in impene- 
trable mystery. , Like all soldiers of his epochs he had 
seen the world onlj^ through the smoke' of camion, or 
in the brief intervals of peace, so rare in the European 
struggles wiiieh the emperor maintaineci Had he e.ver 
thought of marriage?- The, question remained iiiiaii- 
swereci. . .Though, no one' doubted that the. command- 
^.Genestas diad' had - his. love-affairs as . he passed... 
from garrison; to garrison and from, coiintiy to cou.ntrv, 
or shared.. in the fetes .given. ■and. received by the regi- 
ments, still no. one had ■■an3- actual knowledge of .them,,. 
'Without, prudery, never d-eclining. an}" jovial amusement.^ 
never antagonistic to. military mo.rals, lie either held his 
tongue or ..answered- with. 'a laugh, if questioned, on the , 
subject of his -amours. ' To -the words, And 'you, cap- 
tain, how is it with you?” addressed to Mm by some 
officer .flushed with wine, he w’oukl answ^er, ^‘Gentlemen., 
another glass ! ” 

A sort of Baj’-ard without assumption, Monsieur Pierre 
Joseph Genestas had nothing poetical or romantic about 
him ; in fact lie appeared commonplace. His dress was 
that of a man comfortably well off. Though he had 
nothing but his pay, and Ms pension was all he had to 
look to in the future, nevertheless, like the old wolves 
of commerce to whom ill-luck teaches an experience 
which turns to obstinacy, the cavalry captain always 
kept two 5’ears’ pay ahead of Mm, and never spent the 
whole of his saiaty. He was so little of a gambler that 

2 Title given to the captain of a squadron of horse. 
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he looked another way when a hand was wanted at 
whist or an additional stake at ecarte. But thoogh he 
allowed himself no unusual expenses, he w^as not back- 
ward in those that were customary. His uniforms lasted 
longer than those of any officer in the regiment, l)y 
reason of the care which his limited means had earl}'' 
led him to bestow upon them, — a habit which had now 
become mechanical He might have been suspected of 
avarice vrere it not for the admirable disinterestedness, 
the fraternal readiness, with which he opened his purse 
to some thoughtless young fellow ruined by cards or 
by other follies. It seemed as though he must himself 
have met with heavy losses at play, for he sliow'ed sucli 
delicacy in assisting others. He claimed no right to con- 
trol the actions of his debtors, and never spoke of their 
indebtedness. Child of the 1‘egiment, alone in the -world, 
he made the army his nation and the squadron his 
family. Consequently, people seldom asked the reason 
of his modest economies ; on the contrary, the}’ were 
glad to suppose he was making a provision of comfort 
for Ms old age. He was now on the eve of becoming a 
lieutenant-colonel of cavalry, and it might be presumed 
that his ambition looked to a future retirement to coun- 
try life, with the epaulets and emoluments of a colonel. 

If the younger officers talked of G enestas after morn- 
ing drill, they classed him wdtli the men wdio begin life 
by obtaining prizes at college for good conduct and con- 
tinue for die rest of their clays precise, upright, without 
passions, useful and colorless as wliite, bread ; but older 
and graver men judged very differently. Often a glance, 
an expression as full of meaning as the speech of a 
savage, escaped the man and revealed the storms of a 
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soul witlxiii liiin. ' To those who stiKlied 
brow showed the power of silencing his passions and 
driving them back into the depths of his he ait,— a power 
dear!}” won tliroiigii experience of danger and the im- 
foreseen disasters of war. The son of a peer of France, 
who had lately joined the regiment, said one day 
apropos of Grenestas, that he might have been ‘^the 
most coiiscientioiis of priests, or the most honest of 
grocers — 

— and the least fawning of marquises!’’ he re- 
marked, e^^eing the young dandy, who did not think 
his commander overheard him. 

All present burst into a laugh ; for the father of the 
young man was known as the flatterer of all the powers 
that be, — an elastic man, who rebounded over the heads 
of revolutions ; and the son took after him. 

The French armies could show other such characters, 
grand when the occasion offered, simple and unpretend- 
ing when it had passed, indifferent to glory, forgetful of 
danger : indeed, more such men were met with than the 
defects of human nature might allow us to suppose; 
Nevertheless, we should be strangelj’ mistaken if we be- 
lieved that GenestasBvas perfect. Suspicious, given to 
violent spirts of anger, aggravating in discussion, deter- 
mined to be thought right when he was obviously in the 
wrong, he was full of national prejudiees. Throughout 
his iiiilttury life, iie’ had had a' fondness for good' wine. 
Though he alwrays left the dinner-table with the due 
decorum of his rank, he was serious and meditative, 
and never, at such times, admitted any one to his secret 
thoughts. Though he knew the ways of the xvoiid 
and the laws of politeness tolerably well, a species of 
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armj regoiation which he observed with the stiffness 
of a martinet ; though he possessed both iiatiiral and 
acquired sense; and understood tactics, drill, the prin- 
ciples of fencing on horseback, and all the secrets 
of veterinary art, his education in other respects wnrs 
prodigiously neglected. He knew, though he knew it 
vaguety, that Criesar was either a consul or a Roman 
emperor, Alexander a Greek or a Macedonian; he 
would have allowed you to say either without contradie- 
tionh Consequently, wdien the conversation became 
historical or scientific he grew silent, and limited his 
participation in it to little nods of comprehension , like 
those of a sage who has attained to pyrrhonism. When 
Napoleon vrrote from Schoenbrimn, Ma}" 13, 1809, the 
famous bulletin addressed to the Grand Army, mistress 
of Vienna, declaring that “ like Medea, the Austrian 
princes had strangled their own children,” Genestas, 
la.tely appointed captain, was unwilling to compromise 
the dignity of his new rank b}" asking who Medea was ; 
he relied upon the genius of Napoleon, confident that 
the emperor would only mention official matters to the 
Grand Army and the house of Austria, and concluded 
that Medea was some Austrian archduchess of equivo- 
cal behavior. Nevertheless, as the topic might concern 
military discipline, he felt uneasy about the Medea of 
the bulletin ; so that when Mademoiselle Raucoiirt pro- 
duced Medea on the stage, the captain, having read the 
announcement, repaired to the Theatre Fran^ais to see 
the celebrated actress in that mythologicixl character, — 
as to which he made sundry inquiries of his neighbor. 
A man who, in the ranks, had had the energy to learn 
how to read, write, and cipher, w^as surely capable of 


The Comity Doctor. 


9 


iiiiclerstanding that a captain of cavalry must have an 
edii cation. Accordingly, from the date of his promo- 
tion, he read with innch ardor all the novels and current 
books of the day ; which provided him with a certain 
amount of knowledge on which he contrived to make a 
fair appearance. Out of gratitude to these teachers, he 
went so far as. to defend Pigault-Lebrun, declaring that 
he. found him instructive and often profound. 

This officer, whose acquired prudence never allowed 
him to make a useless expedition, had just left G-renohle 
and was. on his Tray towards La Grande Chartreuse, 
after obtaining from his colonel a leave of absence for 
eight days. He was not intending to make a long trip ; 
but, misled from mile to mile by the ignorant directions 
of the peasants whom he questioned bj' the way, he be- 
gan to think it prudent not to ride farther without forti- 
fying his stomach. Though there Tvas little chance of 
finding any housewife at home, at a season when all 
were at work in the fields, he nevertheless stopped be- 
fore some cottages clustered round an open space, which 
formed an irregular square open to all comers. The soil 
of this famih" territoiy was hard and well-swept, though 
cut up here and there by manure-xfits. Eose-bushes, 
ivy, and tall shrubs climbed the cracks and crevices of 
the walls. A straggling currant-bush grew at the en- 
trance to the square, on which some tattered clothing 
was hung to dry- The first inhabitant encountered b3' 
Genestas was a pig, wallowing in a heap of straw, who, 
hearing the tramp of a horse, raised his head, grunted, 
and put to flight a large black cat. 

A young peasant girl, carrying on her head a bundle 
of herbs, sudcleiilj^ ajixjeared, followed at a distance by 
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foav little brats, all in rags, but bold ^ ■ 
and handsome, with daring ^ ^ 

had little of the angel about them it 

and gave I know not what of purity to the au, to the 
cottates, to the manure-pits, to the tousled heads of 
the children. The soldier asked if he could hae c a glass 
of milk. For all answer the girl uttered a hoarse cij. 
An elderly woman appeared on the threshold of a cot- 
fa e-door and the young girl, after poiutmg to he. 
diLppeared into a stable. Genestas rode tonm ds the 
. v-oman, carefully guiding his horse lest it shouhl iiijuie 

irC! rift 
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the children, who were now running about its le„.. 
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renewed his request, which the woman refused to giant , 
she could not skim the cream, she said, which was meant 
for butter. The officer met the objection by olloimg 
to pay for the loss. Ho fastened his horse to the door- 
post mid entered the cottage. The four children, who 
belonged to the woman, seemed all of one age, ' ^ 
cumstance which struck the captain as curious. A filth, 
clin^^ing to her skirts, was feeble, pale, and sickly, and 
-needing, doubtless, all her care -seemed the best 
beloved, the Benjamin of the family. 

Genestas sat down in a corner of the old chimney- 
plaee, where there wars no fire ; a colored plaster-cast 
of the Virgin holding the infant Jesus in her arms was 
on the mantel-shelf, — sublime emblem ! The soil itself 
made the floor of the house ; the surface, long since 
trodden down, though clean, was now roughened like the 
of an orange on a large scale. 'Within the fire- 
* a wooden shoe filled with salt, a gridiron, 
j kettle. The farther end of the room wms 
filled by a four-post bedstead, with a seal- 
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loped vallaoce. Here and there were three-legged stools^ 
made hj driving three sticks into a mere bit of beech- 
board. A wooden locker that held the bread ; a large 
wooden ladle for dipping up water ; some earthenware 
bowls, and a pail to hold the milk ; a spioiiiDg- wheel 
standing on the locker; some osier baskets for the 
cheese hanging against the blackened walls ; a worm- 
eaten door -with an open iron grating, — such were the 
decorations and farniture of this humble dwelling. Here, 
then, is the first scene of a drama in wdiich the officer, 
who was idl}^ tapping the floor with his riding- whip and 
little suspecting the presence of any drama, was about 
to assist as a spectator. 

When the old woman, followed by the sieldj^ little 
Benjamin, disappeared through a door which opened 
into her dairy, the four children, having sufficiently ex- 
amined the officer, proceeded to rid themselves of their 
companion, the pig. That animal, with wffioin the}* were 
in the habit of phiying, had followed them to the sill of 
the door. The little monkey's rushed at him so vigor- 
ously, applying such characteristic slaps, that he was 
forced to beat a speedy retreat. The enem}^ rooted, 
the eliildren next attacked a door, whose latch yielded 
to their efforts and broke away from the worn-out sta- 
ple which held it ; then they darted into a sort of fruit- 
room, where the captain, amused at the scene, saw them 
devouring dried plums. The old woman with the parch- 
ment face and the ragged clothing returned at this 
moment, bringing a jug of milk for her guest. 

‘‘ Ah I the little scamps ! ” she said. 

She follow’ed the children, caught each of them by 
the arm, and flung them all back into the first room, 
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without, however, taking the plums from them ; then 
she carefully fastened tiie door of her receptacle of 
plenty. 

“There, there, my darlings, he good. If I didn’t 
keep an eye on them, they would eat the whole heap, 
the rogues ! ” she said, looking at Genestas. Then she 
seated herself on a stool, took the sick child between 
her knees, and began, with womanly dexterity and ir.a- 
ternal care, to comb its head, which was covered with 
a skill disease. The four little robbers remained quite 
still, some standing up, otliors hanging to the bed or 
against the locker, all dirty and sniffling, but sound 
and healthj', munching their prunes without a word, 
and pzing at the new-comer with mischievous and 
mocking eyes. 

“Are they .your children?” inquired the soldier. 

“Xo, monsieur; they are foundlings from the hospi- 
tal,” said the woman. “I get three francs a month and 
a pound of soap for each of them.” 

“But, my good woman, they must cost von twice as 
much.” 

“That is what Monsieur Benassis tells us. But if 
others take the children at that price, we must, too. It 
is n’t every one who can get them ; indeed, we have got 
to go thi-ongh a deal o’ ceremony, as you might s,ay. 
Suppose we do give them our milk for nothing. It 
doesn’t cost us anything. Besides, monsieur, three 
Irancs, — why, it’s quite a sum, — that’s fifteen francs 
a month, not counting five pounds of soap ; and in 

those valleys we’ve got to wear our souls out to earn 
ten soii,s a clay*” 

Do you own your land ? ” asked the captain. 
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E’o 5 ■ monsieur, I had some at 'the time inymiaii 
died ; but since' his death I have been so pool" I had 
to, sell it.” 

“ Then,” said Genestas, ‘"‘how can you keep free of 
debt at the end of the year, and bring up, feed, and 
wash for children at two sous a daj’' ? ” 

Well, monsieur,” she answered, ‘‘I doiiT get round 
to the Saint Sylvester wdthoiit debts. But it can’t be 
helped, and the good God lends a hanci I ’ve two 
cows. My daughter and I glean in harvest-time, in win- 
ter we gather wood, and at night we spin. It would n’t 
do, though, to have another such winter as the last. 
I mve seventy-live francs to the miller for flour. Liick- 
ih", he is Monsieur Benassis’s miller. Ah ! Monsieur 
Benassis, he’s the poor folks’s friend! He has never 
wrung his dues from any one, no matter who, and he 
won’t begin with me. Besides, our cow has got a calf, 
and that ivill help along a bit.” 

The four orphans, for whom all human protection 
•was restricted to the kindness of this old peasant wo- 
man, had now finished eating their prunes. They prof- 
ited by the flict of her attention being diverted to the 
office]’, and drew up in a close coluiiin tor another at- 
tack on the door which parted them from the heap of 
phnns. ' The}’ advanced, not as French soldiers usn ally 
rush to the assault, but silently, like Germans, driven 
by naive and mibliishing greed. 

Ah ! you little rascals ! will you be done? ” 

The old woman got up, caught the strongest of the 
four, smacked him lightly with her hand, and drove Miii 
nut of doors. He did not cry ; but the others stood 
aghast. 
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“They give you a good deal of trouble,” said Gi 

nestas. 

^ “Oh, no, monsieur! they smell my prunes, the dai 
lings ! If I left them alone a moment they 'd ea 
enough to burst themselves,” 

“Yon love them?” 

At this question, the old woman raised her head 
looked at the soldier with a half-amused expression, 
and replied : “ Love them ? don’t I love them 1 I have 
just sent back three,” she added, sighing. “ I am only 
allowed to keep them till they are six years old.” 

“ Where is your own child ? ” 

“ I have lost it.” 

Aff I’oii?” asked Genestas, to undo the 

eneet of his previous question. 

“Thirty-eight, monsieur. It will be two years this 
midsummer since mv man rlipri » 
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traclition of the heavens coming down tliroiigli this wo- 
man, who had made herself a mother even as Jesus 
Christ had made himself a man ; who gleaned and 
toiled and suffered and went in debt for outcast ehii- 
dren, — refiisiiig to perceive that she was mining her- 
self, — that she might be their mother. The sight of 
this woman’s life compels us to admit the commiinion 
of spirits here below with the intelligences of a higher 
world. Captain Genestas looked at her and lowered 
his head. 

Monsieur Beiiassis a good doctor?” he said, at 

length. 

“ I don’t know, monsieur ; but he cures the poor for 
nothing.” 

It seems,” said the captain to himself, ‘‘as if the 
man rea% were a man.” 

“ Ah ! jes, monsieur, and a grand man ! There ’s 
no one round here that does n’t put him in their prayers, 
day and night.” 

“Here is something for you, mother,” said the sol- 
dier, putting money into her hand ; “ and this is for 
the children,” — giving her a crown-piece. ‘'Am I 
far from Monsieur Benassis’s house?” he asked after 
mounting his horse, 

“ Oh, no, monsieur, a short three miles at the most.” 

The captain rode away, concluding that he had six 
miles more to go. He had not ridden far, however, 
when he saw through the trunks of trees a group of 
houses, then the roofs of the houses clustering round 
a belfry which rose into a steeple, whose tiles were 
held, at the angles of the structure, by plates of metal 
that sparkled in the siinlight, — a species of roofing 



in enect, whieh belongs to tlie frontiers 

Savoie, wliei’e it is in common use. TJie valley i 
enecl at this place. Several houses, plcasantlv sitnr 
on the little ijlain, or on the banks of the sti'cain, g 
life and animation to the cultivated li-nct, he'nn 
in on all sides by mountains, ami without annar 
outlet. 

A short distance from the tillage itself, nhicli stc 
lialf way np a slope looking southward, Goncstas stm.r 
his liorse uuder an avenue of willows, and asked a gro 
of children who were playing there to show him t 
house of IVIonsieur Benassis. The children bco-an 
Wkmgat each other; then they examined tho'oflir 
with the look childhood employs when oliservimv nt 
aons and things for the first time, all of wlii.-h m,. < 
uiany now ideas to it. Then the boldest and 'merrie 
ofthe band, a little rascal with bright eves, and nnki 
teet covered with mud, repeated the cpiostion, after tl 
fashion of children : — 

“ The house of Monsieur Benassis, monsieur? ” The 
he added, “liltake you there;” ami marched befoi' 
tue horse, as much to gain a sort of importance b 
Jeading the way for a stranger, as from a childlike will 
ingness to oblige, or the imperative neeessitv to h. 
moving, which governs mind and body at that age 

streof n pi-ineipal villao-, 

b!ot ’,e road-way, lined wiUi i,o„.sei 

It according to the fancy of their several owners 
Heie a tower pushed forward into the pnhlie wav- then 

71 ,'"*’'°“' 

•uid • hook, llo,i„g ^ ; 
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noticed, several' roofs Of black ' sMngies, still more of 
thatch, few of tiles, .and six or eight,. doubtless, those 
of the eorate, th% jiige<Ie-paix^ and the bourgeois of 
tiie neighborhood, in siate. The place gave the idea of 
an isolated village beyond which no other world existed ; 
it appeared to touch and hold to nothing; the inhabit- 
ants seemed iUce a single family far removed from social 
inovemeiit, connected with it only by the tax-gatherer 
or by imperceptible feelers. 

When Geiiestas had advanced some distance, he saw 
a road higher up on the mountain-side which eooimaiided 
the village street. There was, no doubt, an old and a 
new town. In fact, when the captain reached a spot 
wdiere he slackened his horse’s pace, he coliM see 
through an opening between the houses, other and ivell- 
built houses, wdiose new roofs enlivened the old village. 
From these buildings, above wdiich rose an avenue of 
young trees, came the songs of bus}- laborers, the hum of 
workshops, the grindingof files, the sound of haimrjers, 
the confused cries of various industries. He noticed the 
thill smoke from the household chimneys and the fuller 
volume from the forges of the w^heehvrigiits, the lock- 
smiths, and the farriers. At last, towards the farther 
emi of the valley, to wiiich his guide led him, the cap- 
tain saw some scattered farms and a tract of well-culti- 
vated fields with plantations skilfully laid out; like a 
little corner of Brie nestling in a vast fold of the land- 
scape, wdiose existence between the village and the 
mountains he had not at first sight suspected. 

Presentlytheehildcriedoot:---- 
There ’s the door of house ! ” 

The officer dismounted, slipped the bridle over Ms 
2 
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arm, and then, judging that all labor is worthy of its 
hire, he drew some eoi^pers from his pocket and offered 
them to the boy, who took them witli a pnizzled air, 
opened his great eyes, returned no thanks, and stood 
by to see what would happen. 

“ Civilization is behindhand in these parts ; the reli- 
gion of labor is in full vigor, and beggary has not pushed 
its way in,” thought Genestas. 

More curious than interested, the small guide loaned 
against a wall, about four feet high, which encloses the 
courtyard of the house, and in which a black wooden 
lattice is inserted on either side of the gate-posts. The 
gate, the lowmr pai-t of whieli is of wood formerly 
painted gray, is finished at the top with yellow bars in 
the form of stanchions. Those ornaments, whose color 
has faded, take the shape of a crescent at the top of 
each half of the gate, and come together in a huge cone 
formed by the uprights when the gate is closed. This 
wonn-eaten structure, dappled with velvet mosses, is 
half-destroyed by the alternate action of sun and rain. 
Overgrown with aloes and a chance growth of pcllitorv! 
the gate-posts hide the shoots of two thornless acacias 
which are planted within the courtyard, and whose 
green tops rise in the shape of powder-puffs. The con- 
dition of this gateway betrayed a want of care in ita 
owner which seemed to annoy the soldier, who knitted 
his brows like a man forced to admit the loss of an illu- 
sion. We are accustomed to judge of others by our- 
selves; and though we graciously absolve them for faults 
which are like our own, we condemn them with severity 
If they have not our virtues. If the captain wished to 
nnd m Monsieur Benassis a careful and orderly man, 
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the gatewaj of Ms dwelling most assuredly proclaimed 
an absolute iodiffereiice to such proprieties. A soldier 
so wedded to domestic method as G-enestas, was likely, 
on seeing the gate, to form rapid conclusions as to the 
life and character of its unknown proprietor, and the 
captain, in spite of his native caution, did not fail to 
do so. 

The gate was ajar, — another piece of carelessness ! 
Profiting by tliis rural trustfulness, the officer rode into 
the courtyard without ceremony, and fastened his horse 
to the bars of the lattice. As ho knotted the bridle, a 
neigh was heard in the adjacent stable which made both 
horse and rider look involuntarily in that direction. An 
old serving-man opened the door of the building and 
showed a head covered with the red woollen cap worn 
habitually by the country people, and precisely like the 
Phrygian cap with which we now bedeck the statues of 
Liberty. As there were stalls for several horses, the 
man, after asking Genestas if he had come to see Mon- 
sieur Benassis, offered him the hospitality of the stable 
for his horse, looking with an expression of tenderness 
and admiration at the animal, which was very handsome. 
The captain followed his horse to see how he was likely 
to fare. The stable was clean, the litter plentiful, and 
the two horses of Benassis had the contented look wliich 
makes a curate’s horse distinguishable among all others 
of its species. A woman-servant, who came from the 
interior of the dwelling-house and stood on the portico, 
seemed to be officially waiting to be questioned by the 
stranger, who, however, had already heard from the 
stable-man that Monsieur Benassis was out. 

Our master has gone to the flour-mill,” he said. 
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“ If you wish to join him, j'ou hare only to follow that 
path which leads to the meadows ; the mill Ls at the end 
of it.” 

Genestas preferred to give a look to the coimti-v. 
ratlier than wait an indefinite time for Beiiassis’s retnr'-n 
and he took the path toward the iniil. 'VVhei! he reached' 
the end of the village street, which cuts an irregular 
line on the mountain-side, he saw the valley, the mill. 

and one of the most enchanting landscapes ijo had ever 

yet seen. 

The river, cheeked in its course by the base of tJie 
mountains, forms a little lake, from 'which the peaks 
rise in tiers, one above another, tlieir mimorons vallcvs 
suggested to the eye bi- changing tints of light, or ity 
the outlines, more or less distinct, of their projcclinir 
ndg-es clothed with black pines. The mill, lafclv built 
at the spot where the torrent pours into tlu‘ lake, has 
the el, arm of an isolated building hiding iKamath the 
sliacle of aquatic trees in the midst of waters On il,,. 
other side of the river, at the foot of a mouuluiu nlios,. 
summit was just then lighted by the ravs of a sun al-' 
ready on the decline, Genestas observed about a dozen 
deserted cottages, without doors or windows, their bat 
tered roofs showing wide gaps. The land around fl,mn 
ha been converted into fields, carefully tilled and sown 

^ and their gardens were now meadows wa- 

teied by a system of irrigation laid out with as much 
art as m Limousin. The captain involuntarily stop > 
short to contemplate the ruined villao'e ^ ^ 

mj-is it that mankind can never 'o* on ruin, a-ilh 
o, emo, on, h, they ever so IneisnMo.n.r “o, M 
less hecans. they present an imago „f ,ni,f„rt„„ Xt' 
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weiglit is felt'.iiiider so manj^-and diverse foms„ by lio- 
mm. nature. ■ Cemete.ries bring .the thought, of death,.'; 
deserted villages, a vision of life’s woes': death is an 
expected evil, but the sorrows of life are mfinite, and 
mlMtude is the secret of the deepest dejection. The 
ofiieer reached the paved path leading to the mill with- 
out being able to explain to himself the abandoiiinent 
of the village. He inquired for Benassis of the miller’s 
man, who was sitting on some sacks of wheat at the 
door of the building. 

. Monsieur Benassis has gone over there,” said .the 
man, pointing to one of the ruined cottages. 

Was that village burned?” asked the captain. 

No, monsieur.” 

Then why is it thus? ” 

‘‘Ah! why indeed?” answered the miller, with a 
gesture of his shoulders as he turned into the house. 
“ Monsieur Benassis will inform you.” 

Tlie officer crossed a species of bridge made b^" some 
large stones among which the torrent flows., and pres- 
ently reached the cottage. The thatch of its roof was 
still intact, covered with moss, but wdthoot holes, and 
the doors and windows seemed to be in good condition. 
As he crossed the threshold, Geiiestas saw a fire in the 
cliimney-plaee, at the corner of wiiicii an old woman was 
kneeling beside a sick man who was sitting in a eliair, 
wiiile another man stood b}" with bis face turned toward 
the hearth. The interior of the house formed a single 
room, lighted through a wretched window-frame filled 
with calico. The floor was trodden earth. One chair, 
a table, and a pallet w^ere the wiiole furniture. Never 
in his life had the captahi seen such bareness, not even 
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ill Eiissia, where the huts of the nioiijiks are like the 
dens of wild beasts. Nothing showed eoiineetion with 
the things of life ; there was not eveii a atiaiHil for the 
preparation of the commonest food. Jt was like tiie 
kennel of a dog without its platter. 'Were it not lor 
a long blouse hanging from a nail, and some W'ooden 
shoes padded with straw, — the only clothing of the sick 
man, — this cottage wotild have seemed as deserted as 
the others. The kneeliti: 
peasant, w\as endeavoring 
tub filled with brown water, 
the jingle of spur 


ig woman, who was an aged 
'to keep the patients feet in a 
At the sound of steps, wiiieh 
's rendered unusual to ears accustomed 
to the plodding tread of the peasantry, the man turned 
round, and saw Genestas with an evident surprise, in 
w'hich the old w^oman shared, 

I need not ask,” said the soldier, vou are 
Monsieur Benassis. As a stranger, impatient to see 
you, I trust you will pardon me for seeking you upon 
your battle-field instead of waiting at your house. Do 
not let me disturb j’ou ; continue what you are doin<>*. 
When you have finished, I will tell you the object of 
my visit.” 

Genestas half seated himself on the ed«’e of the 

l»bl. „„ The «,c cart a" at™ 

light within the cottage than the sun could shod with- 
out, for its rajs, intercepted by the summits of the 
mountains, ne\'er reached this portion of the vallev. 
In the glow of the fire, which was made of the resinous 
pine wliieh sends up a vivid flame, the soldier exam- 
ined the face of the man whom some secret motive 
constrained him to seek, to study, and to thorouo-hly 
comprehend. Monsieur Benassis, the doctor 
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district, stood with folded arms coldlj listening to 
Genestas, then lie returned the captain’s bowr and gave 
his attention once more to the sick man, without no- 
ticing that he was himself the object of the keen scru- 
tiny of the soldier. 

Benassis was a man of ordinary height, but broad in the 
shoulders and wide in the chest. An ample green over- 
coat, buttoned to the throat, prevented the officer from 
seizing at a glance the characteristic points of the figure 
and carriage of this personage ; but the shadow and 
the stillness in which the bod3’ was held served to throw 
the face, then lighted by the reflection of the fire, into 
strong relief. The man had a face which resembled 
that of the Faun of sculpture, — the same brow, slighdy 
arched, but full of projections, all more or less signifi- 
cant ; the same upward turn of the nose, ivitli the ?*r- 
Uuel expression of the cleft nostril ; and the same liigh 
cheek-bones. The line of the lips wms sinnoos, and 
the lips themselves thick and red. The chin stood out 
abruptl}’. The eyes were brown and animated, with an 
ardent look, to which the pearly whiteness of the eye- 
ball gave extraordinai^ brilliancy, telling of passions 
now subdued. The hair once black and now" gray, the 
deep furrows in the face, and the heavy eyebrows al- 
ready whitened, the nose grown veii\y and bulbous, the 
yellow skin marbled with red patches, all denoted fifty 
years of life and the severe toil of his profession. The 
soldier could only guess at the shape and capacity of 
the head, then covered with a cap ; but although it w"as 
thus partially concealed, it seemed to him one of those 
heads wdiieh are proverbially called “ square.” Accus- 
tomed, through his intercourse with the men of energy 
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whom Napoleon drew aroiiiKl him, to recognize tlie 
personal qualities of tliose who were destined for 
deeds, Gcnestas felt that there was a mvsterj in this 
life thus hidden in obscurity, and asked hiniseir, as !n;‘ 
gazed at that remarkable face, — 

‘‘ What chance, or fate, can have inado him a 
try doctor? ” 

After earnestly studying that face, which, notwith- 
standing its analogies to other human faces, revealed a 
secret and hidden existence at variance with its apjiar- 
ontly commonplace circumstances, Gcnestas was pres- 
ently led to share in the attention the doctor was 
bestowing upon the sick man, and the sight of the 
latter completely changed the current of his thoiiglits. 

In spite of his many military experiences, the old 
officer felt a shock of surprise, mingled with horror, as 
his eyes fell on a human face where the light of thought 
had never shone : a livid face, whose snflh ring seemed 
dumb and innocent, like that ou the faee of a ehihl 
unable as yet to speak and weary of crying : it was tiie 
faee of a creature onl3% — that of an old aufl dying (‘nhin. 
The cretin was the only variety of the human species 
which the cavalry captain had not yet seen. At the siglit 
of such a forehead, where the flesh made a lliiek, rouml 
fold ; such eyes, like those of a boiled Osli ; a liead 
covered with short and stubbly hair witliout luUural 
juices, a flattened head, deprived of the organs of 
intelligence, who would not have felt, as Genestas did, 
an involuntary disgust for a being that had neither the 
graces of an animal nor the privileges of a man, — 
who had never possessed either reason or instinct, and 
had never heard or spoken any language? Wmtehing 
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the poor creature as lie neared the close of a career 
wliieh was not life, it seemed cliMcult to feel a regret ; 
and jet the old woman was gazing at him with tender 
anxiety, and robbing his legs, where the scalding water 
did not reach them, with as much affection as if the man 
had been her husband. Benassis himself, after stiidj- 
ing the lifeless face and the lack-lustre eyes, gently took 
the cretin’s hand and felt his pulse. 

The bath does not act,’' he said, shaking his head ; 
‘‘ we must put him back to bed.” 

He lifted the inert mass of flesh, carried it to the 
pallet, from which no doubt he had brought it, and laid 
it there, carefully extending the legs, already growing* 
cold, and placing the head and hands with as iimeh 
tenderness as a mother could give to her child. 

‘‘It is all over; he will die,” added Benassis, who 
remained standing by the side of the bed. 

The old woman, with her hands on herdiips, dropped 
a few tears as she looked at the dying creature. Ge- 
nestas was silent, unable to explain to himself why the 
death of so uninteresting a being should make such 
an impression on him. He instmctivel}' shared the 
unbounded pity felt for these w’retched creatures in the 
sunless valleys where fate has given them life. This 
pity, which degenerates into religious superstition in 
the coramimities to which cretins belong, is assuredly 
derived from the purest of Christian virtues, — chanty, 

— and from that form of faith, wdiich is most conducive 
to social order, namely, the belief in future recompense, 

— the onl}- belief wdiich can make mankind accept their 
misery. The hope of winning eternal happiness helps 
the parents of these poor creatures, and the friends who 
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surround them, to practise, on a lifelong scale, the provi- 
dence of motherhood in the sublime care imeoasingiy 
given to these inert beings, who, in the first place, can-* 
not understand it, and, in the next, forget it. All-wise 
religion ! which has placed the mercies of a blind benefi- 
cence beside the miseries of a blind afiliction. In the 
valle3’s where the crcHins are found, the inhabitants be- 
lieve that the presence of such beings brings happiness 
to their himilies. This belief renders those iiapless lives 
easy in their countiy solitudes, whereas in cities the}’' 
would be condemned by mistaken philanthropy to the 
discipline of hospitals. In the upland valley of the 
Istu’e, where they abound, the crt'lius live in the open 
air wuth the flocks, which the}" are trained to watch. 
Thev are, at any rate, free and respected, as the victims 
of misfortune should be. 

Presently the village church-hell slowly tolled at regu- 
lar intervals, letting the faithful kno’w that death was 
among them. Travelling through space, the pious 
thought sounded faintly within the cottage and filled 
it with tender sadness. Numerous steps were heard 
along the path, and seemed to denote a crowd, though 
a silent one. Then the chants of the Church rose sud- 
denly, and wakened the confused ideas wliieh sway all 
souls, even the most sceptical, forcing them to surren- 
der the mind to the tender modulations of the human 
voice. The Church was coming to the succor of the 
creature that knew it not. The curate appeared, pre- 
ceded by the cross borne by a choir-bo}", and followed 
by the sacristan bearing the holy-water, and by about 
fifty other persons —-men, women, and children — wdio 
had come to join their prayers to those of the Cimrcli. 
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The doctor and soldier looked at each other in silence, 
and withdrew to a comer of the room to make way for 
the crowd, who knelt down within and withont the cot- 
tage. During the consoling ceremonj^ of the viaticum, 
celebrated for a being who had never sinned, but to 
whom the Christian world was bidding farewell, the 
greater number of the liomelj" faces showed sincere 
emotion. Tears rolled down rough cheeks that were 
eraeked b}’ the sun and browned by outdoor toil. The 
feeling of voluntary relationship to those in trouble was 
a simple one. There were none in the village wdio did 
not pity the hapless creature ; none who would not 
have given Mm of their daily bread : had he not found 
a father in every lad, a mother in even the merriest 
of the little girls? 

He is dead/’ said the curate. 

The words caused genuine consternation. The wax 
tapers were lighted. Several persons wished to pass 
the night beside the corpse. Benassis and the soldier 
left the cottage. At the door, some peasants stopped 
the doctor, and said to him, Ah! monsieur le maire, 
if you wei'e not able to save him, the good God must 
indeed have wanted him.” 

‘‘I did my best, my children,” answered the doctor. 
/‘You can hardly imagine, monsieur,” he added, turn- 
ing to Genestas, when thej^ were a few steps away from 
the deserted village, whose last inhabitant had just died, 
what true consolation there is for me in the remark of 
those peasants. Ten years ago, I was nearly stoned 
to death in this village, now abandoned, but then in- 
habited Iw thirty families.” 

Genestas manifested such visible curiosity in his face 
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and gestures, that the doctor related to hi™, as thev 
walked along, the history to which the forcgoin-v {3 \ 
preparation. ^ ‘ ^ ^ 

‘‘Monsieur, when I came to settle here, I found a 
dozen or more cretins in this part of the district,” said 
the doctor, turning round to point to the ruined cottages 
The sitaation of this hamlet, in a hollow with no cur- 
rent of air, near a torrent formed by the meltino' snow« 
deprived of the sun which only shines on the simS 
the mountem is especially conducive to the propao-ation 
of this fnghtful malady. The laivs do not preiS f h 

Paring of these unhappy creatures, who ar p « 

this little ‘nook ?hrrugh™,rthh ^*’7 

noteitiistodlng ito i„g5„, ‘STbon^T' 

It out. Here, as in other social snhcw<= if • ^ 

in order to accomplish anv reform to' k n 
only to interests but to sometllTf 

Wia, to relWoJ.Z S 

to be appointed mayo^orthe distSf ’t" f 

then, after obtaining the verhk ’ • 

I removed a numbJi th4t 

night and at 1'*%. ly 
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they ^ would 'be well treated'. ' As soon, as -this' act of bu- 
rnanit}^ was known I became an object of horror to the 
whole population. The curate preached against me. 
Ill spite of mj efforts to explain to the best minds in 
the communit}' the importance of removing these idiots, 
in spite of the fact that I gave my services gratuitooslj^ 
to the sick, I was shot at from the cover of a wood. I 
went to see the Bishop of Grenoble, and asked him to 
change the curate. Monseigneur was good enough to 
let me choose a priest who would share in my w^ork, and 
I was so fortunate as to find one of those men who 
really seem to have fiillen from the skies. I pursued 
my course. After preparing people’s minds, I sent 
away b^y night six more cretins. In this second at- 
tempt I was supported by certain persons who were 
under obligations to me, and also by members of the 
common council, to whose economy I appealed, by 
showing them how costly it w^as to support the hapless 
creatures, and how profitable it would be for the village 
to take their lands (to which they had no title) and turn 
them into pastures, of which the community was much 
in need. 

‘‘The pi’osperoiis people were on mj side, but the 
poor, the old women, the children, and a few pig-headed 
fellows, remained hostile to me. Unfortunately^ my last 
exportation was not complete. ' The cretin whom you 
have just seen was absent from Ms home at the time ; 
he was not taken, and was found the next day — the 
last of Ms kind — in the village, where there still re- 
mained a few families whose members, though nearly 
imbecile, were, so far, exempt from cretinism. 

“ I wished to carry out my plans, and I went one day, 
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in official clothes, to take that unfortunate cretin from 
his cottage. My intention was guessed as soon as I 
left my own door; the friends of the cretin proceclerl 
me, and I found at the cottage an asscinhlago of woincni 
children, and old men, who received me with insults and’ 
a shower of stones. In the midst of the uproar, when 
I was reaUy in danger of faUing a victim to the .sort of 
intoxication which seizes upon a crowd of people when 
excited by cnes and by the agitation of emotions uttered 
in common, I w'as saved by the cretin ! The poor crea 
tore came out of the hut, made his dnekina' noise a^' 
became at once the supreme head of the fanatics ’ it 
this apparition the cries ceased. It occurred to me to 
propose a compromise; which the fortunate hush eil 
ab ed me to explain. My supporters had not dared to 
sustain mo openly at this crisis; tlieir Iidp naas nurelv 

E last -f r >'esolve<l to keep 

then last Idol and watch over liini. I .s.a,v it was i„? 

possible to take him from them. I iherefoi'e promised 
to leave him m peace in his cottage, on condi ion tS 
no one entered it, and that all the families of Ihe vilh 4 
should cross the ton-ent and take un their i • ® 

of the old villa o-p Th» «• ^ ^ families 

unhealthy his cottaw mp n ™'''ttor how 

rcTi*’! trr”‘ " 

IS to ills niaiisioii. Why? 
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I cannot tel! you. Perhaps the strength of feelings is 
in proportion to their rarity. Perhaps the man who 
lives little in thought lives much in things, and the less 
of them he possesses the more he loves what he has. 
Possibl}” it is with a peasant as it is with a prisoner; 
he does not fritter awmy the powers of his mind, he con- 
centrates them on a single idea, and comes in that 
to great eiierg^^ of feeling. 

“Excuse these reflections in a man who is seldom 
able to exchange his ideas, and pray believe, monsieur, 
that I am not much given to abstract thought. Here, 
all is practice and action. Alas, the fewer ideas these 
poor people have, the harder it is to make them under- 
stand their real interests. So I have resigned in jself 
to the petty details of m3' enterprise. Each of the vil- 
lagers said to me the same thing, — a thing so full of 
plain sense as to admit of no answer, — ‘ xili ! mon- 
sieur, 3’our houses are not yet built.’ ‘Well,’ I an- 
swered, ‘ promise to come and live in them when they 
are built.’ 

“ Fortunatelj”, monsieur, I was able to get a decision 
of the courts to the effect that our village owmsthe wiiole 
mountain on which it stands, and at the foot of which is 
the old hamlet, now deserted. The value of the wnod 
on the heights was enough to pay for the houses, which 
were built at once. When the first of m3' refractories 
had fani3Mnoved in, the rest followmcl. The comfort 
w’hicli resulted from the change was too real not to be 
appreciated even hj those who clung most snperstitioiisly 
to their old village without sun, — that is, without soul. 
The end of the matter was, that the acquisition of the 
mountain as communal propert3', which was confirmed 
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to ns by the Council of State, gare me great importance 
in the district. ^ But oh, monsieur, what anxieties ! ” said 
the doctor, lifting a hand wJiich lie let foil ;,o-ain with 
an eloquent gesture. “I alone know the wem-r war 
from the village to the prefecture, out of nhieli nmi.int 
can be got; and from the prefecture t<. the (.'ouHeil of 
State, into which nothing can bo nwde to enter 

that be! they yielded at last to my importunities, and 
that IS a gi’eat deal to say for them. If people only 
knew the good often done hv a careless] v oiv^ n • ' 

ittle efforts and bringing them to a sneeesrfnl ^oneiu 
Sion, all the poor households of mv disinet owned 
least two cows and sent them to pa'stnro 0^11"! ?" * 

tain, where, without waiting for the dcci • * 

Council 0, St,™ I w 

villcgm, to tboi, g„c. 

ows springing np, by which they obtained a J f' 
quantity of milk, thanks to the letter q.nli, y " r’tf ' 

grass. The results of this triumph wer^?, " S' 

one imitated my system of irrigation Thf. f’"”''' 

t m cattle, and all their produc^^ ““l«pliod. iCtM; 

time I no longer feared to arnelionitc ii™ I . ^ * 
this little corner of the earth still «r 1 
civilize Ite tohcbltate X , “■ 

whclij tooid of ' IM 
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a, steady course of mild, but firm government, I became 
the oracle of my people. I did all I could to deserve 
their coiifidence without asking for it, or seeming to 
desire it: only, I endeavored to inspire respect for mj 
person by the religious good faith with which I fulfilled 
all my engagements, even the most trMing. After 
pledging myself to take care of the poor creature who 
has just died, I watched over him better than his former 
protectors ever did ; he has been fed and cared for as 
the adopted child of the village commune. Later on, 
the inhabitants grew to understand the service I had 
done them against their will. However, they still retain 
part of their old superstition, and I am far from blam- 
ing them. Their worship of the cretin has often served 
me as a text to persuade persons of intelligence to help 
the unfortunate. But here we are,” added Benassis, 
after a pause, as the}" came in sight of the roof of his 
bouse. 

So far from expecting words of praise or acknowl- 
edgment from his visitor, he seemed, in relating this 
episode of his official life, to have yielded to that in- 
genuous need of expression wrhich is often felt by 
persons who live retired from the world. 

‘‘Monsieur,” said the captain, “I have taken the 
libert}^ to pnt my horse in your stable, and I hope 
you will excuse me when you know the object of my 
journey.” 

“ Ah! what is it?” asked Benassis, with the air of 
a man w^ho leaves his own preoccupation and recollects 
that Ms companion is a stranger. 

His natiiralh^ frank and communicative nature had 
led him to treat Genestas. as an acquaintance. 

3 
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“Monsieur,” answered the soldier, “ I have heard ol 
the wonderful cure you made in the case of Monsieur 
Gravier of Grenoble, whom you took into your house. 
I come here in hopes of obtaining the same care ; though 
without having the same claim upon your kiiidne^. 
And yet, perhaps you will think I have some title to it. 
I am an old soldier, whose former wounds give him 
little rest. You will need at least a week to examine 
mto my condition; for my sufferings occur only at 
intervals and — ” 

“Well, monsieur,” said Benassis, interrupting him • 
“Monsieur Gravier’s bedroom is always ready. Come.” 

They entered the house, and the doctor slammed the 
door with an eagerness that Genestas attributed to his 
pleasure at getting a lodger. 

^“Jacquotte!” cried Benassis, “this gentleman will 
dine here.” 

“But, monsieur,” said the soldier, “had we not 

better settle the piice ? ” 

“Price of what?” 

withmd: “e and my horse 

if vl?^ ^ rich,” said Benassis, “you can pay me ; 
if you are not, I want nothing ” a J » 

“ Nothing is more disagreeable to me than to receive 
y payment whatever for the pleasure of exerc L 
hospitality,” answered the doctor, frowning. ' IT to 
services, you can have them only if I hire you. 
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Eich people cannot buy my time; it beiobgs to the 
inbabitants of this valley. I desire neither fame nor 
fortune ; I ask for no praise and no gratitude from 
my patients. The money which you give me will go to 
the apothecaries at Grenoble to pay for the indispens- 
able medicines of the poor of this district.’’ 

Any one hearing these words, which were said 
brusquely yet without bitterness, would have thought, 
as Genestas did, The man has a fine nature ! ” 

‘‘Then, monsieur,” said the captain, with Ms usual 
tenaeit}^ of purpose, “I will pay you ten francs a day; 
anciyou shall do as you like for the rest. That settled, 
we shall understand each other better,” he added, tak- 
ing the doctor’s hand and shaking it with impressive 
cordiality. “In spite of my ten francs, 3 "ou will find 
that I am not an Arab.” 

After this dispute, in which Benassis showed no dis- 
position to appear generous or philanthropic, the pre- 
tended invalid entered the house of his physician, 
where everything seemed in keeping with the dilapi- 
dated gateway and the clothing of its owner. Even 
trifles revealed a profound indifference to all that 
was not essentially useful. Benassis took the soldier 
through the kitchen as the shortest waj?- to the dining- 
room. Though the kitchen, as smoke-stained as that 
of an inn, was provided with a sufficient number of 
cooking utensils, such luxur}- was owing to Jaequotte, 
formerly the curate’s servant, who now reigned su- 
preme over the doctor’s household, and alwa^'S spoke 
lof “us.” If a warming-pan was suspended over the 
mantel-shelf, it is probable that Jacquotte liked to sleep 
comfortably in winter, and so, by ricochet, warmed her 
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master’s bed ; for be, as she said truly, paid no atten- 
tion to anj^tbing.” Benassis bad hired her for precisely 
what would have seemed an intolerable defect to raiy 
one else. Jacquotte wished to rule the house, and the 
doctor wanted a woman who wx>ukl rule liis house. 
Jacquotte bought, sold, arranged, eiianged, placed, 
and displaced everjdhing according to her own good 
pleasure. Her master never objected to any of her 
doings ; she ruled over the courtyard, the stable, and 
the stable-man, the kitchen, the garden, and the mas- 
ter. The linen was changed, the w\ashing w^as done, 
the provisions were stored by her orders. She decided 
when the pigs were to be killed, scolded the gardener, 
chose the breakfasts and dinners, ranged from cellar to 
garret and from garret to cellar, and swept every- 
thing before her, without ever finding any one to op- 
pose her. Benassis required but two things, — dinner 
at six o’clock, and to spend no more than a certain sum 
monthly. A woman whom everybody obeys is always 
happy; accordingly, Jacquotte laughed and sang like a 
nightingale, upstairs and down, humming when she did 
not sing, and singing when she did not hum. Clean by 
nature, she kept the house clean. She used to say that 
if her own taste had been difTerent Monsieur Benassis 
would have been very miserable, for the poor man took 
so little notice of what he ate that she could serve 
cabbages for partridges and he would never know* it ; 
and if it were not for her, he would wear a shirt a 
week. Jacquotte was an indefatigable ironer of linen, 
by nature a rubber of furniture, the devotee of a clean- 
liness that was truly ecclesiastical, — the most serii- 
pnlous, shining, and sweet-smelling cleanliness in the 
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. world* The , sworn ^ enemy of dust, she dusted, swept, 
and garnished incessantly* The condition of the gate- 
way caused her real distress. For ten years past, she 
had extracted from her master on the first of exery 
month a promise to make the gate as good as new, to 
paint the walls of the house, and otherwise renew 
things prettily ; ” and, so far, Monsieur had not kept 
his word. Therefore, whenever she deplored her mas- 
ter’s profound indifference to Ms own affairs, she sel- 
dom failed to utter this sacramental phrase, with which 
she wound up all her praises of her master : — 

“ It can’t be said that he is actually stupid, because 
he has almost performed miracles in the neighborhood ; 
hut for all that, he is stupid sometimes, — so stupid 
that 3 ’'ou ’ve got to put things into Ms hands as if he 
were a baby.” 

Jacquotte loved the house as though it belonged to 
her. When Beiiassis came to the village, it happened 
to be for sale after the death of its former occupant, 
the curate, and he bought it as it stood, — house, and 
ground, furniture, crockery, wine, chickens, the old 
clock with a painted dial, the horse, and the cook. 
Jacquotte, a pattern for the culinary species, had a 
thick waist and large bosom, clothed invariably in 
brown calico with red spots, which was fastened so 
tightly that the stuff seemed in danger of cracking if 
she made the slightest exertion. She wore a plaited, 
round cap, beneath which her rather pallid face, with 
its double chin, seemed whiter than it really was. 
Short and active, with bnsk, plump hands, Jacquotte 
was a loud and continual talker. If she was silent for 
a moment and lifted the corner of her apron triangu- 
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At tae name, imponouslj’ uttered, a woman’s voice 
answered from the interior of the hwise ; and a moment 
later Jaequotte took the offensive, and herself called 
Benassis, who immediatelj- went to her in the diniiio-- 
room. 

“Here it is again, monsieur!” she said; “you are 
always doing these things ! You invite people to dinner 
without letting me know, and you think everything can 
be served up when you call Jaequotte ! What did vou 
take the gentleman into the kitchen for? The mhm 
could have been opened and a lire lighted ; Xicollo is 
there now and will soon have it all ready. Xow, please 
take your gentleman into the garden, it wdll amuse him ; 
and if he likes pretty things, show him the mountain- 
ash aUey of the late master ; and then I shall have 
time to get the dinner ready, and set the table, and see 
about the salon,^* 

‘‘Yes. But, Jaequotte,” continued Benassis, “the 
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geBtlemaii is going to stay here. Yon must give an 
eye to Monsieur Gravier’s bedroom, and see to the 
sheets aiKl-all that, and — ” 

don’t go and meddle about sheets and things,”/ 
said Jacqiiotte, ‘‘ If he is going to sleep here I know 
perfectly well what he wants. You have n’t been in- 
side Monsieur Gravier’s room these six months. There ’s 
nothing to be done there ; it is as clean as — So the 
gentleman is really going to stay here?” she added, in 
a softened tone. 

^‘Yes,” 

For long?” 

'‘Faith, I don’t know. What does that signify to 

you?” 

" What does it signify, monsieur? Ha, I like that ! as 
if it did n’t signify ! How about the provisions, and — ” 

Without continuing the flood of words with which on 
any other occasion, she would have overwhelmed her 
master in reproach for his lack of confidence, she fol- 
lowed him into the kitchen.' Guessing that a boarder 
was in prospect, she was impatient to see Genestas, to 
whom she made an obsequious courtesj^ wdille examining 
Mm from head to foot. The soldier’s face had, at the 
moment, a sad and thoughtful expression, which gave 
him a harsh appearance; the colloquy between master 
and maid seemed to him to reveal the former as a non- 
entity, and to lessen, much to his regret, the high opin- 
ion lie had begun to form of Ms character wdiile admir- 
ing his persistency in saving the little valle3’' from the 
horrors of cretinism. 

“He doesn’t please me at all, that man I ” thought 
Jaeqiiotte. 
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“ If you are not tired, motsienr,” said the doctor ti 
pretended patient, “ we will take a turn round th< 
garden before dinner.” 

“ Willingly,” replied the captain. 

They crossed the dining-room, and went to the garden 
through a sort of antechamber formed at the bottom oJ 
the staircase, which separated tlie dining-room from the 
salon. This room had a large glass-door and opened 
on a stone terrace that ran along the fa<;ade of the 
house on the garden side. The garden itself, divided 
into four large equal squares bypaths, bordered with 
box which outlined a cross, terminated at the farther 
end in a thick gi-onp of mountain-ash ti-ces, the pride of 
the former proprietor. The captain sat down on a 
worm-eaten bench, without noticing the grape-vine trel- 
lises, nor the espaliers, nor the vegetables; of which 
Jacquotte took the greatest care, having been trained 
to it by the ecclesiastical gourmand to whom the liouse 
owed Its precions garden, — which Bonassis himself 

cared little for. 

Suddenly breaking off the conversation on ordinarv 
topics in which they were now engaged, Genestas said 
to the doctor : — 

“ How did you manage, monsieur, to triple the popu- 
iation of this valley in ten years? You found seven 
hundred souls, and now have, as you tell me, more 
than two thousand.” ■ ' 

question, answered the doctor.- “Though mv aim has 
been to make this Httle corner of the earth as produ'e- 

ttle leism-e to reflect upon the methods I have 
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eroploj^ed to make, on a large scale, what Ihe mendicant 
Mar called a species of ^ pebble soup.’ Monsieur G-ravier 
himself, one of our benefactors, and to whom I was able 
to render a service bj curing him, never once tbonglit 
of the theoiy of the thing, as he followed me across hill 
and vale to see the practical results.” 

They were silent for a moment, during which Benas- 
sis was buried in thought, without noticing the piercing 
look with which Ms guest tried to penetrate him. 

How was it done, my dear monsieur ? ” he resumed ; 

why, naturally and by virtue of the social law of at- 
traction between the necessities we create and the means 
of satisfying them. That’s the secret of it. People 
without wants are poor. When I came to settle here, 
there were one hundred and thirty peasant families in 
this village, and two hundred down there in the valley. 
The authorities were in keeping with the general pov- 
erty ; there was a mayor who did not know how to write ; 
the assistant-mayor was a farmer residing a long dis- 
tance from, the township ; the justice of the peace, a 
poor devil living on his salary, and forced by ignorance 
to leave the drawing up of deeds and documents to his 
clerk, who was anotherunfortunate hardly able to under- 
stand his business. The former parish priest died at the 
age of seventy, and his vicar, a man without education, 
had succeeded him. These persons comprised the -whole 
intelligence of the community which they governed. In 
the midst of this beautiful nature the inhabitants were 
sunk in degradation ; they lived on potatoes, and milk 
and its products. The cheeses, which most of them car- 
ried to Grenoble and its environs in little baskets, were 
the only produce from which they were able to derive 
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a trifling amount of money. Those wlio wore most pros- 
perous, or least lazy, sowed a little huekwheat for con- 
sumption in the Tillage, soinotinios barley or oats : never 
any wheat. The only trade in the wiiole coininnnitv 
was that of the mayor, who owned a saw-inill, anil 
bought felled trees at a low price, which he cut up. ' The 
lack of roads compelled him to transport them one 
by one during the fine weather, by means of a chain 
fastened at one end to the harness of a horse, and at 
the other by an iron grapnel to the tree itself To 
reach Grenoble either on foot or on horsi>baok, it was 
necessary to follow the crest of the mountain, the vallev 
being impassable. The land from here to the first vil- 
lage which you saw as you entered the district, and the 
pretty road by which I suppose you came, was at all 
seasons a vast swamp. 

“No political event, no revolution, had ever pene- 
trated this inaccessible valley, comidetelv shut awav 
from all social movement. Napoleon’s name alone had 
reached it; and here that name was a religion, thanks 
to two or three old soldiers who belonged to die count rv- 
side and had returned to their former hearths, tcllbm 
fabulous teles of the emperor and his armies to the simt 
pie folk in the winter evenings. Tlie return of tlnvso 

Before iucxidicable fact. 

Befoie my arrival, the recruits who went to the aniiv 

steyed there This alone shows the poverty of the re- 
gion so p ainly as to relieve me of picturing it to you. 
buch, monsieur, was the condition of the district 

es on the other side of the moni.taios, whieh 
Inltet .re well cnltlvnMd, tolerably happy, and 
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ricli. I will not tell you of the hovels, actual stables, 
where man and beast were huddled together poll-ineil. 
I passed through the village for the first time on iiiy 
way from La Grande Chartreuse. Not finding my 
inn, I was obliged to stay with the vicar, who occo* 
pied this veiy house, which was then for sale. By 
putting question after question, I obtained a superficial 
knowledge of the deplorable condition of this regioii, 
whose delightful climate, excellent soil, and fine natural 
productions had enchanted me. 

Monsieur, I wms seeking to make nn’self a life 
other than the one sorrows had made a burden to me- 
A thought entered my heart such as God sends to make 
us willing to l:)ear our griefs. I resolved to instruct and 
raise this corner of the earth, as a teacher brings up a 
child. Do not call it benevolence ; my motive "was the 
need I felt to distract my mind. I wanted to spend 
the remainder of 1113" days in some arduous enterprise. 
The changes to be introduced into this region, which 
natui'e had made so rich and man had made so poor, 
would occup3" 1113' whole life ; the}^ attracted me 1)3" the 
veiy difficult3’ of bringing* them about. As soon as I 
w'as sore of buying the parsonage-house together with a 
good deal of barren and unprofitable ground at a low 
price, I vowed myself solemnlj" to the life of a eountiy 
doctor,— the last life a man would choose among his 
own people. I wished to be a friend to the poor, ex- 
pecting nothing in return. I allowed m3%self no illu- 
sions, either as to the character of the coiiiitiy-people 
or the obstacles which hinder those who attempt to 
ameliorate both men and things. I made no idyls 
about m3" poor ; I took them for what the3^ were, — 



Ignorant peasants, neitiier altogether good noi 
getherbad; kept bj constant toil froni^'ilie exer 
feeling, and able at times to feel keeniv. 
ail, I saw that I must act upon them through th. 
terests and their immediate well-being. I'he pra.- 
are true sons of Saint Thomas tlie inen‘duIons : 
want facts to support words. 

“Yon will, perhaps, smile at mv first stejis, 
sienr,” resumed the doctor, aft(}r a pause. » I ) 
the difficult enterprise by the manufacture of ha^ 
Tliese poor people bought at Grenobie the little w 
erates^ in which they keep their cheeses. I smm 
to an intelligent young man tlie idea of ciiltivathK 
banks ot the mountain torrent, - a large tract of all 
soil which the freshets yearly eiirichech and where o 

Gienoble for a young basket-maker without iieeirr 
prospects, but a clever workman. AVhen J found 
light man, I easily persuaded liim to .settle here m 
ising to advance the cost of pnrehasimr osier until 

ducod him to sen his baskets Iwlow the price asked 
them at G^noble, and at the same time' to „afe 1, 
of better quality. He entered into my ideas a V 

wire r/f" '"«""tact 

v/eie, at first, a s?3eeiiL*i.tiAn 
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that lie ballt himself a good and air j house in a healthy 
situ atioiXr whose interior was arranged according to my 
advice. . 

‘‘ What a triumph, monsieur 1 I had created a village 
industry ; I had set to work a producer and a number 
of workmen. You will think my delight childish ; but 
the first few days after the manufactory was under w^ay 
I could not pass before the shop without a quickening 
of my pulses ; and when, inside the new house wdtli its 
green blinds, a bench before its door, a grape-vine, and 
bundles of osiers, I saw a clean woman, neatly dressed, 
suckling a fat and rosy child in the midst of a happy 
group of workmen, who were singing as they w^orked, 
and deftty plaiting the osier under orders of a man 
who, lately poor and emaciated, was now glowing with 
happiness, then, indeed, monsieur, I could not resist 
being a basket-maker myself for a while; I used to 
enter the shop to inquire how they were getting on, and 
I abandoned m 3 ’’seif to a happiness I really cannot ex- 
plain to you. I wms joyful with the joy of these people 
and with my own joy. 

“The house of the master- workman, the first man 
who had firmly believed in me, was now the centre of my 
hopes. Monsieur, it was the future of this poor country- 
side which I boie upon my heart as the wife of the basket- 
maker bore her first babe upon her bosom. I had fo 
keep abreast of manj" prejudices and run counter to 
many ideas. I met with violent opposition, instigated 
b}” the ignorant mayor whose office I had taken. His 
infiuence, however, vanished before mine, and I resolved 
to make him my assistant, and associate him with my 
beneficent labors. Yes, monsieur, it was into Ms head, 
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the thickest and hardest of all, that I first endeavored 
to shed light. I captured him through his wif-love and 
his self-interest. For six months we rlined together 
dailjf, and I made him share in niy jdaiis of aiaeiiora- 
tion. Many persons would think this forced frietulshi,, 
one of the annoyances of my task ; not .so, the man was 
a necessary instrument, and the nio.st valu.ahle of all. 
Ill-luck to him who despises the h.atehet. or throws it 
carelessly aside ! And besides, how inconsistent to 
dream of reforming a region of countiy and yet shrink 
ironi the idea of reform ing one man ! 

“ The most urgent need of all was for a hinhwav. 

If we obtained from the municipal council the rhdit to 

construct a cross-road between the ^•iliagc and the main 
load to^ Grenoble, my assistant-mayor would be the first 
to profit by it; for, instead of dragging bis trees at 
great expense through tangled wood-paths, he could 
ransport them easily along a good district road, .and 
open a large business in all kinds of wood ; by whid, 
he would earn, not a mtserable six hiimlrcd iVancs a 
jear, but round sums of money .amounting at .some 

21 therman was 

whole During the 

whole of one winter, the former mavor spent bis ^ven- 

S ^ M^^ntls, explai.ting to them 

that a good earnage-road would be the makin<r of the 

feroad T 1 to makc- 

he load I obtained from the prefect an advance from 

he charitable funds of the department, so as to par for 

^rtam transportation which onr comniunitv was unable 
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great work rapidl}”, and get its results at once appreci- 
ated b}" ignorant persons who accused me of washing to 
restore feudal labor, I compelled, eveij Sanclaw during 
the first 3 'ear of ii\Y administration, the entire popula«- 
tion, men, women, children, and even old men to go, 
whether they would or not, to the crest of the moon- 
tain, wdiere I had myself surve3"ed and marked out, on 
excellent soil, the road which now leads from our village 
to the higiway to Grenoble. Abundant material for 
the making of the road wms fortunately found along its 
track. 

Tlie undertaking required my utmost patience. 
Some persons, ignorant of the law, objected to payment 
in kind; others, who were almost starving, could not 
afford to lose the opportunity of an extra day’s work. 
I had to pay the latter at once by distributing rvbeat, 
and soothe the former as best I could with amicable 
words. However, w^hen we had finished two thirds of 
the road, which is about five miles long, the villagers 
had found out its advantages ; and tlie last third was 
made with an eagerness which really surprised me. I 
enriched the future of the village by planting a double 
row of poplars along the lateral ditches on either side 
of the new" road. Tiiese trees at the present time are 
almost a revenue, besides giving a stately appearance 
to the road, which is always dry by reason of its situa- 
tion, and so well made that it costs scarcely" tw"0 hun- 
dred francs a year to keep it in repair. I will show 
it to yon, for you ma^" not have seen it ; you probably 
came by the pretty lower road, — a route the inhabitants 
laid out for themselves about three years ago, to open 
communication with various establishments since set 
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up along the vallej; thus piwing. luonsieur, that tho 
common-sense of a communitj once so nnintelli.rct 
has acquired ideas which, a few years earlier, a trav’ 
eller might well have despaired of ever ii.euleatiu'.r 
But to go on with my story : - 'fi,,. estahii.^hmenf 
of my basket-maker was a fruitful example to the poo,- 
Though the new road was the direct cause of thi\u 
lage prosperity, yet it was necessarv to incite vtv, • 
pnmitive industries, to make these two genus of',n-o-‘" 
penty more useful. While helping the' man with I 
osienheds, and the basket-maker with his trm a p 

To he r” 7 ^ “V work 

1 Ciiectioiis. I horses, my assocint ^ 

the wood-merchant, had three; we could onK- I 

uin ,„,k. 1, .‘IT. V 

these new-comers anTtoJ 

the twenty-two families who^werrto'k- 

of the crdtins. Twelw i haio the village 

winners wer^ wo^Sn Tl ’"■-<>- 

eordingly came to sett/e heirH’ 

tilers, joiners, locksmiths earpentcT's, 

work for some time. They btolt 
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came additional laborers. In the second year of my 
administration seventy new houses were built in the 
district. 

One form of production compelled another. In 
peopling the village I created new w^ants, hitherto un- 
known to this poverty-stricken people. Wants led to 
industries, industries to commerce,. commerce to profits, 
profits to comfort, comfort to beneficial ideas. These 
various work-people wanted their bread ready- baked, 
and we got a baker. Buckwheat could no longer be 
the only food of a population that was now raised from 
its degrading inertia and had grown essentially active. 
I had found it eating buckwheat ; my first wish was to 
give it rye, then rye and wheat, and at last, some day, 
to see the poorest of these people eating good white 
bread. To my mind, intellectual progress depends 
entirelj^ on sanitary progress. A batcher show’s the 
intelligence and the wealth of a community. He wiio 
wwks eats, and he who eats thinks. Foreseeing the 
day when the cultivation of wheat would be a necessity, 
I had carefully examined the qualities of the soil. I 
found I could be certain of launching the village into 
great agricultural prosperity and doubling its popula- 
tion whenever the time came to undertake the work. 

“ It did come. Monsieur Gravier of Grenoble owned 
certain property in the district, from wliich be drew’ no 
revenue, but which might easily be converted into 
wheat-lands. He is, as you know, the head of a de- 
partment at the prefecture. He had already listened 
veiy readily to my suggestions. As much from attach- 
ment to his native place as from conviction under my 
arguments, he had very kindly furthered my demands ; 
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1 succeeded iu making hini see that ke bad 
sciouslj served his own interests. Afta- several d-n s 
of conferences, debates, and per.suasiuns. and an'er 
pledging mj own property to secure him acaiust llu- 
risks of an enterprise from whieli Lis wire.'a .mr-ow 
minded woman, tried to frigliten liim, ho ccii.svnted to 
f«., f™. Of one tano,,,,! “ 

eJvance he ..Ms of oiearing „« 

M „e.ho„e of .,i,e„ rr^^tTe' 

vUige popnlrton ini-rease,! l.v l|„ee ; 

ants. Six farms, where several families sefil,.,? i 
ti^cds of land to clear, much ploughing- a 
Oo, of course brought laborers. Diggoi;. wheelwi d,/ 
journeymen, and mechanics flockerin The i 
tirenoble was alive with neree ■’ ^ 

rind with the two-wheelal c rir;,''"'" 

™.fe ..e a gene.,, oTp,e 

eiioiiktion of money gave birth to a d ' * 1 ^' ^ 

benefakomof thildSL^^^ o'’ Hio 

t.T to... and bj. . „,„yx ™rr- “ 
promises, he advanced more than W ^ 

without any cerfninfr ^^^oiisaud fraiies, 

^ ceitaintj of recoverioa thorn i • 

iams IS now lot fr,>- « iiach of Ins 

fave done 1 ..m.o. 
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dred acres of land, three hundred sheep, twenty cows, 
ten oxenyfive horses; and each gives emplo,ymeiit to 
more than t wen persons. During the fourth year 
our farms were all in wwking order. We had a wheat 
harvest which, abundant as it naturally was on virgin 
soil, seemed miraculous to the country people. I often 
trembled for the success of my w^ork during that year ! 
Rain or drought might ruin it, by lessening the confi- 
dence I was then beginning to inspire. The cultivation 
of wheat necessitated the flour-mill you have just seen ; 
and it now brings me in five hundred francs a year. 
The peasants declare that luck is on my side, and 
they have come to believe in me as firmij^ as in their 
relics. 

These new' enterpinses, the farms, the mill, the osier- 
beds, the road-making, have given employment to all 
the trades and liandicrafts I had brought here. Though 
our outlay of sixty thousand francs is amply covered by 
the buildings we have put up, ^’et the money has been, 
returned to ns by the profits derived from consumers. 
My eflbrts to keep alive all budding indnstries are never 
relaxed. B}" my advice, a nurseryman settled in the 
hamlet, and I preached the cultivation of fiaiit-trees to 
my poor villagers, so as to win a monopoly of the 
Grenoble fruit- market at some future time. ‘You take 
3 ' our cheeses there,’ I said to them ; ‘ whj- slioiild n’t 
3 ’ou take fruit, vegetables, chickens, eggs, game, 
straw, etc. ?’ Each item of that acMce was the source 
of prosperity to those who followed it. Thus a molti- 
tiide of little industries sprang up, whose progress, 
slow at first, has increased rapidly from day to dsLV. 
Eveiy Monday morning at least sixty carts go to Gren- 
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oble laden with our various produce; more i 

is now cultivated to feed the ehiekeu.s tlni i f 

merly cultivated to feed the population. ' 

“The wood business became too laiw lor one e^i i 
bsbment, and it is now sulalivided In ti, . / 

planks and shingles, in bark; and then i !' "* 

were started. The former mavor . ' . 

Hicrcial ideas, felt the need of kn’owi„:r'C"f, 
and write. He compared the nrices of ■ v 
ent localities, and found such difterencc‘s!’all hi 
of his own enterprise, tliat he "ained cir to. ^ 
nianv new places, and supplies to'hiv , I ^ 
the department. Our means of tv ' 
so rapidl, that we now emplov 
harness-makers, and each of iho-o i. 
than three apprentioes, Wfo use so imliV''*'' 
tool-maker has come to the vahev I 

work. The liooo nf rr * ‘ ‘^nOiVient 

whluh drove m™ ,S'“ 

compete witir ttc whole (u4rii< '« 

mg their sales. 1 had but to .. . 

the way to fresh inarket^i * if ’ ^ point 

rest. Four ™ lad ’m V’"'" 

aspect of the village. WhonTf 

I heard not a sound; but by theT 

year all was life and animation ^'*’l** 

noise of worksboDs the cho ^°Tons songs, the 

sounded delightfully m my of tools, 

tion coming and going, and settlin!^ fT,*' 

, _ ; » b. aua settling ui the new vil!a<.v 

s’ O'? 
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now planted with trees,, .and where e¥erjtliing was 
clean .and ,, healthsome. 'Every .inhabitant had , a se.iise 
: of his ow,ii we.ll-beii]ig every face was bright with the 
contentment that a busy, useful life bestows. 

^VThese five years are to mind the first era in the 
prosperous life of our valie3',” resumed the doctor after 
a pause. ‘‘ During that time I had cleared the ground, 
aiicl set things fructifying in the heads and in the soil 
of the comm 110 Ity, The onward progress of the popu- 
lation and its various industries could not now be 
stopped. A second era was about to open. Soon the 
little society wished to better its dress. A mercer came 
among us, then a shoemaker, a tailor, and a hatter. 
This beginning of iiixiuy was really of as much bene- 
fit as the butcher and the grocer had been. Next a 
midwife became essential to ray practice, for I was 
losing much time wdth my lying-in cases. The newly 
reclaimed lands gave excellent harvests, and the superior 
quality of our agricultural products was maintained by 
the various kinds of manure which increase of popula- 
tion afforded. My undertaking was now prepared to 
develop as it would to all results. 

“ Having bettered the sanitary condition of the dwell- 
ings, and brought the inhabitants gradually to eat better 
food, and wear better clothes, I now desired that the 
animals might reap some benefit from this beginning of 
civilization. On the care and attention given to cattle 
depends the beauty of breeds and of individual speci- 
mens ; from that again comes the value of their produce : 
accordingly, I preached up the sanitaiy improvement of 
stables. By comparing the profits derived from weii- 
stailecl, w^ell-groomed beasts, with the meagre returns 
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from neglected animals, I cimnged. little li\' little, the 
management of all the cattle in the district not a single 
beast continued to suffer. The cows aia 1 o:a'n ^'oro 
cleaned and rubbed down as thev are iu Swiix.erhuid 
and in Auvergne. The sheepiukls. the Mai.lc.s.' il'iJ 
cattle-pens, the dairies, the granaries, were remodelled 
after mj own buildings and those of Monsieur Gravier, 
which are large and airy, and consefpientlv wliole.some 
The farmers became apostles, and soon cunverte.l un-' 
believers by proving the soundness of m\- preccDts 
through actual results. I lent money to 'those ^4o 
were without it, — favoring, more especiuily. tlie indus- 
teous imor, for they served as a good example. Bv 
my advice, the defective, feeble, or inferioi- beasts wer'e 
sold and replaced by fine specimens ; so that our pro- 
duce, after a time, carried the day over that of other 
districts m all the markets. Our docks an.l herds were 
magnificent, therefore the hides were line. This step iii 
our pogress was of great importunee. In rural e.-onmiiv 
nothing IS fruitless. Formerly our fleeces biouglit low 
puces, and our hides were of little value ; but when their 
quah y improved, tanners took advantage of the moun- 

rap”d^!'“* and the business grew 

“Good wine, an article formerly unknown iu the vil- 
lage, Where they drank only made of ref4e 

gjape-skins boiled in water, now became a iiecessifv 
Wine-shops were established. The iirst of them has 
lately been enlarged and changed into an inn where 
mi es are supplied to travellers, who are now beoinnin " 

Fo t," r'l™ Chaiteuse“ 

the last two years there has been enough business 
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stir to keep two inns going. At tiie beginning of our 
second era of prosperit}' the justice of peace died. Hap- 
pih’ for us, his successor was a former notary of Gren- 
oble, ruined bj' an unfortunate speculation, but who still 
had enough money to be rich in a village ; Monsieur 
Cxravler advised him to come here. He built himself a 
pretty house, and seconded my efforts by joining in them. 
He laid out a farm, and cleared the land, and to-daj" he 
has three chalets on the mountain. His family is quite 
numerous. He got lid of the former clerk and sheriff, 
and replaced them by men who are much better edu- 
cated, and, above all, much more industrious than tlieir 
predecessor’s. The tw’o new households have started a 
distiller}' of potatoes, and a wmsh-house for fleeces, both 
useful undertakings which the heads of these families 
superintend, while at the same time attending to their 
official duties. 

As soon as I had raised a reveuiie for the district, I 
employed it, without opposition, to build a town-hall, 
part of which I used for a free school, with lodging- 
rooms for the master. For that important hinetion 1 
chose an unfortunate .sworn-in priest, cast off by the 
whole department, who found an asjdum for his old 
age in our valley. The schoolmistress is an excellent 
woman, — so ])oor that she scarcely knew which way to 
turn ; and we have thus helped her to a competence. 
She has lately opened a boarding-school for girls, 
where the well-to-do farmers are beginning to send 
their daughters. 

“Monsieur, though I have the right to tell yon the 
tale of this little corner of the earth in m}" own name, 
there is a point where Monsieur Janvier, the new curate. 
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a Fenelon reduced to the proportions of a jrarish-priest, 
has shared with me in the work of regeneration ,■ he 
has been able to infuse a gentle and thitenial spirit 
into the manners and customs of the countrr side, so 
that the population seems now to be of one JHiniiv 
Monsieur Dufau, though he came later, also deserves 
the gratitude of the coinniunitj’. 

“ To sum up our present position Iw fisures, which 
are more conclusive than any remarks of mine, the %d]- 
lage now owns two hundred acres of woodland and one 
hundred and sixty acres of pasturage. In round num- 
bers, It IS able to pay the em-ate an additional salarv of 
three hundred francs, two hundred to a ganh-champc- 
tre, and as much more to the master and the misti-css 
of the free school; it has five hundred francs a year to 
keep the roads in order, and the same sum for repairin- 
the towfi-hall, the parsonage, the church, and for othtw 
expenses. In fifteen years from now it will have a hun- 
dred thousand francs’ worth of wood to cut down ; and 
It can then pay its assessments without calliu" on the 
mhabitants for a farthing. By that time it will be one 
of toe richest districts in France. But perhaps I am 
bonng you with all this?” said Benassis, noticing the 
absoi-bed and thoughtful attitude of his listener, wliieli 
nnght have been taken for inattention. 

“Oh, no! "replied the captain. 

_ “Monsieur,” resumed the doctor, “all this trade 

XtS’ t*”?’ r p~i«e 

a certain point. To be sure, I applied to the authori 

vZS' ^ for the sale of tobacco 

powder, and cards. I induced the collector of customs,’ 
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through the charms of this yalle}'' and our new social 
life, to leave the district where he had hitherto dwelt in 
preference to the capital of the department, and come 
to us. At the proper time and place I imported every 
commodity for which I had roused a need. I brought 
ill new families, new industrials, and let them acquire 
propert}’ and the sense of proprietorship ; thus, as soon 
as they had earned a little mone}’, they cleared their 
land. Small farms and holdings spread over the moun- 
tain, and gradually made it valuable. The poor people 
whom I had once found carrying their cheeses on foot 
to Grenoble, were now driving their carts, laden with 
fruit, eggs, ebickens, and turkeys, to market. All were 
uneonseiously looking up in the world. Those wdio were 
the worst off had their gardens, their vegetables, and 
their fruits to cultivate; and — this being a sign of 
prosperity — none now baked their own bread, regard- 
ing it as a loss of time. Even the children were busy 
watching the sheep and cattle. 

“But, monsieur, it was necessaiy to kebp up the 
industrial impetus, and bring fresh fuel to its hearth. 
The village had as yet no perennial industry which could 
lead to commercial production, and so necessitate large 
transactions, an exchange, and a market. It is not 
enough for a community to lose none of the wealth it 
may possess, and which forms its capital. You cannot 
increase its well-being by merely making its mone^’" 
change hands within its own limits in the game of pro- 
duction and consumption, however skilfully 3^011 ma^^ 
play it. The solution of the problem is not to be found 
there. When a region of country is . fully developed 
imd its products balance its consumption, it must, so as 
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to create fresh prosporify and increase flu- [inlilie wenltli 
make exchanges with otlier markets, wJiieh will give it 
a steady commercial capital This principle has dwavs 
led the States that are without territorial lasi.s. such as 
Tyre, Carthago, Venice, Holland, and Kngland, to seize 
upon the commerce of transportation. I l,,„ked alKuii 
me in our little sphere for some amdogons openin.r 
as to bring about a third period of conn.ierei.-d a.-tivitv 
Onr prosperity, winch so far was .scarcely a pp.-uvnt to 
a superficial eye, was to me alone truly asti misliiiig. The 
mhahitants, who have insensibly grown into a populous 
eomnninity, have not been able to judge of the move- 
ment while participating in it. 

^ “At the end of the seventh year I met with two foi-- 
eigners,— the real benefactors of this village, which 
they will, perhaps, metamoqihose into a ttnvju One is 
a lyrolese of remarkable cleverness, who make.s .rimes 
for the eountry-poople, and boots for iho fashionable 

can make thorn. He was a poor wandering musician, — 
one ol those industrious Germans who turn their hand 
o aiq ling, and can make the tool as well as the work 

stonTi!*^ instrnmont. Ho chanced to 

stop at this village on his way from Itah', thromdi which 
he liad travelled, singing and working he wcml II ! 
asked If any one needed rimes. They sent him to me 
I oidered two pan-s of hoots, for which he made the 

tioi ed efe^er workmanship, I qncs^ 

Tionecl him. I found him careful in hi.s renlies • hi- 

manners, his face, all confirmed the good ophii’on j 
take up his abode m the viUage, and I promised to 
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help his bosiness to the best of my ability. In fact, 
I put quite a large sum of money at his disposal He 
accepted. I had my own plans. Oiir hides were im- 
proved, and we should be able after a time to con- 
sume them ourselves, bjv making boots and shoes at 
moderate prices. I now prepared to renew the basket 
experiment on a large scale. Chance had thrown in 
mj wsLj a remarkably indiistrioiis and skilful workman ; 
and it was ray duty to secure him, and give the village 
a permanent and productive trade. The demand for 
boots and shoes naturally never slackens ; and the 
maniifecture is one whose least improvement is at once 
appreciated by the coiisinner. Fortunately, I was not 
mistaken, monsieur. We have to-daj^ five tanneries ; 
they dress all the hides of the department, and are 
sometimes obliged to get their supply from Provence. 
Each of these tanneries has its own mill. Well, mon- 
sieur, even these tanneiies cannot furnish all the leather 
my Tyrolese needs for his trade. At this moment he 
is employing forty workmen ! 

‘‘ The other man — the history of whose arrival is not 
less singular, but might seem tedious if I related it to 
you — is a common peasant who has found a wa}^ to 
make, at a lower price than is asked elsewhere, the 
bi'oad-briinmed hats which are worn in this region of 
country. He now exports them into the neighboring 
departments, and even into Switzerland and Savoie. 
These two industries, both inexhaustible sources of 
prosperity, provided the district keeps up their quality 
and keeps down their price, suggested to me the idea 
of founding three yearly fairs. The prefect, amazed at 
our industrial progress, seconded my efforts to obtain 
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the rojal order for their institution. Last rear (hot hroo 
fairs were held for the first time; and alroadv timv arc- 
called, even as far as Savoie, the Ilat-and-Shoo fair ' 

_ “Hearing of these events, the head-elork of a uof'-u-v 
in Grenoble, a poor young man of edneafion and a Inri? 
worker, to whom Mademoiselle Gravim- is emmc.od 
went to Paris and petitioned for the rishf to 

notary’s ofHoe in the village; his request was granted 

As the practice cost him nothing, he was able to build 
himself a house opposite to that of the justice of the 
peace, on the public square of the new town. Me now 
hold a weekly market, where quite a large 

cattle and wheat is done. Xext vc'ar an •mntl 
will probably settle here; then a d^eknmkc'r! a S-ni- 
me-dealei, a stationer, — in short, all those who simnh- 
the superfluities of life. Me may end bv fakimr on !h'e 
ans of a little town and building middie-eIass”l,oi,ses 
I he education of ideas has so far advanced that 1 n .t 
with no opposition when I proposed in the common 
coimeil to repair and decorate the church, to build a 
parsouage-hoiise, to mai’k off n ihu r • 

■and plant it with trees, and lay ont tlm dlLirSf";; 

■a plan which should, at some future time, give: us healtir 
airy streets with frequent openings. ' ’ 

•who are well-to-do and f famihes, a hundred 

hundred who arc prosper- 
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fug. The rest live by their labor. , All know how to 
read and wnite; and we send seventeen sii!>scriptions 
to different newspapers. Ton will still see manv unfor- 
tunate persons among ns ; I do, indeed, see too many 
of them ; but, at least, no one begs, and there is wwk 
for all I tire two horses a daj- in attending to the sick ; 
and I can now ride where I please, at all honrs and 
without risk, round a radius of fifteen miles : if any one 
were to fire a shot at me he would not live five niinutes. 
The silent affection of the inhabitants of this vallej’ is 
all that I have personallj' gained by these changes, be- 
3’ond the pleasure of hearing a contented people say, in 
joyous tones, as I pass them: — ‘Good-day, Monsieur 
Benassis.’ You will read ih^ understand that the un- 
sought profits which have come to me from my model 
farms are to me a means, and not a result.’^ 

“ If there were some man in eveiy district to take 
pattern by you,” cried Genestas, with enthusiasm, 
“ France would indeed be great, and able to snap its 
fingers at all Europe 1 ” 

“ Ah, well ! — I have kept 3^011 here too long,” said 
Benassis ; “ it is almost night. Let us go to dinner.” 

The doctors house on the garden side has a facade 
with five window^s to each story. There is a ground- 
floor, with one stoiy above it, and a tiled roof with pro- 
jecting dormer windows. Green blinds contrast with 
the gray tones of the wall, from end to end of wdiich 
a grape-vine runs between the two tiers of windows, 
like a frieze. At the base of the wall, a few Bengal 
rose-bushes lead a melancholy life, — half-drowned at 
times by the rainfall from the roof, which has no gutter. 
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As you enter the house, by a large laixling at the foot 
the stairs which forms an antccliam!.er, a sahw with fo 
windows, two on the courtyard and two on the 
opens to the right. This room, doubtless the cause 
much economy and the object of nianv hopes on t' 

panoUed wainscot, and is hung with tapestries ,,f u 
seventeenth century. The large and .sinal! ann-ehai 
covered with silk damask embroidered with flowe s c 
another color, the gilded branch candlesticks of oL 
date which ornamented the mantobshclt; and the cur 
tains with their heavy tassels, all proch.ime.l the onu 
lente of the late curate. Ecnassis had sujiplcmcnto, 

nier t n without distinct ion. hy twr 

pier-tablcs of wood carved in wivaths. place.l (mnosit,' 
to each other between the windows at both cmls of the 
room, and by an old clock inlaid with brass . 
decorated the ehimney-incce. The doctor hiniscdf rare]-,- 
sed this safon, winch exhaled the damp odor common 

mperyaae, the atmosphere, all tl;::::!- ™ 
Gravier’s visit until t.m..,. ........ . ‘ rMonsionr 
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“ Monsieur,’' he said, ‘‘you have the true >spiiit of a 
citizen ; I am surprised that after accomplisliiog so much 
you have not attempted to enlighten the government/' 
Benassis laughed, -though gently, and with some sad- 
ness. ■ 

Write a treatise on the best way of civilizing France 
— is that what you mean?” he said. Monsieur Gra- 
vier has already suggested it. Alas! nothing enlight- 
ens a government ; and of all governments the one least 
susceptible of enligbtenment is the one that thinks itself 
created to shod light, 'No doubt what we have done 
for this district ought to be done b3^ all other mayors ; 
b}^ the municipal officers for their cities, by the sub- 
prefects for tlieir arrondissements, by the prefects for 
the departments, by the prime-minister for France, — 
each in his own sphere of action. Where I have taught 
my people to make a road five miles long, some might 
construct a great highway, others a canal. Just as I 
encouraged the manulacture of peasants’ hats, a minis- 
ter might release France from the industrial yoke of 
foreigners by encouraging clockmakers, and bringing 
to perfection our own iron and steel manufactures, our 
files and smelting-pots, and by the cultivation of silk 
and iiidlgo.'^n the matter of commerce, encouragement 
does not mean protection. A nation’s true policy is to 
relieve itself of paying tribute to other nations, but to 
do so without the humiliating assistance of custom- 
houses and prohibitory laws. Manufacturing industry 
depends solely on itself ; competition is its life. Pro- 
tect it, and it goes to sleep ; it dies from monopoly as 
well as from the tarifi‘. The nation that succeeds in 
making all other nations ' its vassals, will be the one 



which first proclaims commercial liberty ; it will have 
enough mamifaeturing power to snpi.ly'its productimis 
at a cheaper price than those oI‘ its ri\-als. Fi-aik-e can 
attain this result much better than.Eno-laiiil. for Fram-e 
alone has suffleient territory to main fain heraoriciiltural 
products at prices which will keep down the rate of 
wages. The French government ought to bear this in 
mind ; it is, in fact, the whole question modern poli- 
ties. yify dear sir, these questions have not been the 
object of my life: the tasks I have tardily taken ui) 
came to me accidentally'. 

“Moreover, such things are t(30 simple to be called a 
science ; they have nothing dazzling or theoretical about 
them; they are so unlucky as to be merelv useful. 
Besides, labor cannot be hurried. To altaiil success 
we must get up every morning with the same quantum 
of courage ; a courage which looks ea.sy ami vet is rare, 
the courage of a teacher, repeating day afU'r day'the 
same lesson, — the least rewarded of all forms of cour- 
age. We bow' with respect before a man who, like you, 
shed his blood upon a battle-field, but we sneer at 
men who slowly consume tjie fire of their lives in 
over and over again the same thing to children 
age. X To do good in obscurity offers no 
Civic virtue, whieb led the great 
to do service to the State, and made 
to take the lowest rank if they could not 
highest, is lacking to oiir generation.' The 
disease of the present day is superiority. There are 
more samts than niches; and the reasmi is obvious.' 
losing the monarchy we lost honor ; losing the relh-ion 
of our fathers we lost the Christian virtues ;'aad thrwmh 
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oiir fruitless attempts at government we have lost pa- 
triotism. Those principles, instead of inspiring the 
masses, no longer exist, — except, indeed, partially ; for 
ideas never die. To support society, there is in these 
days no other prop than selfishness. Individuals be- 
lieve onl}^ in themselves. The future is man and his 
social existence ; we no longer see anything bej^oiid 
that. Tlie great man who shall save us from the ship- 
wreck toward which we are hastening will doubtless 
make use of that spirit of individualism to reform the 
nation ; meantime, while awaiting such regeneration, we 
are in an age of self-interests and materialism. The 
latter word brands societj^ We are all ticketed, not 
according to what we are, but according to what we 
have. A man of energy in shirt-sleeves wins little or no 
recognition. This sort of estimate rules in the govern- 
ment. A minister sends a paltiy medal to a sailor who 
saves a dozen lives at the peril of his own, but he be- 
stows the cross of honor on a deputy who sells him a 
vote. Woe to the countiy thus constituted I Nations, 
like individuals, derive their vigor from noble senti- 
ments only. . The sentiments of a people are their be- 
liefs. In these days, instead of beliefs we have notliing 
but self-interests. If each man thinks only of himself, 
and pots faith in himself alone, where will you find civic 
courage ? — since the very condition of that virtue is the 
abnegation of self. Civic courage and military courage 
come from one and the same principle. You are called 
upon to give your life’s blood at a moment’s notice ; ours 
is poured out drop by drop. On either side, the same 
struggle under difierent forms. If we wish to civilize 

the humblest corner of the earth it is not enough to be 

■ ■ ■ 


66 


The Country Doctor. 

an honest or a Tirtuous man ; we must be educ-itef] • 
but education, instruction, ur.rightiies.s, palriotisn, are 
nothing without will, - the ilnn will with wliieh a man 

must detach lumself from selftiuteivst and coiisccnic lii ■ 
powers to a social thought. Fninw. can boast of more 
than one educated man, more than om. patriot in each 
distnet ; but I am eeitain there is not in tncrv district a 
man who adds to those precious (pialities a .steady will' 
and a pertinacity like that of a bladc.sinitli .as Im I,eats 
ou his iron. The man who destroys and the at. n w ' 
bmlds up are equally the phenomena of will: one ne 
paies the odier achieves the work ; the tirst appears 
bke the genius of evil, the second like the of 

sood, to the one, glory; to the other, oblivion. Fvi[ 

filTs tke vulgar soul a^mi 

U s It with admiration : good is long silent Human 

se f-lovc chooses the brilliant career. A wo.'k of cm ! 
a humble work accomplished without .self-s.vkin! wm 

ne\ er be other than aecidental.— at least, until ediieatimi 
has changed the social principles of France" W e 
these principles are changed, when we a, v all ^ 

“a i “ “* '»«»» 
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meiits, it is "because government, like taste, emanates' 
original! j from a high and a veiy pure sentiment. 

Genius in this direction comes from a tendency of the 
soul, and not froiii a science. No one can really meas- 
ure the acts or the thoughts of an administrator ; his 
true judges are far removed from him ; the results of Ms 
administration are farther still. Thus every one can 
style himself an administrator without running much 
risk. The species of seduction which intellect exercises 
in France inspires great respect for men of ideas ; but 
ideas are worth little where only will is needed. 

Besides, government does not consist in imposing 
ideas or methods more or less useful upon the masses, 
but in giving safe direction to the good or evil ideas 
of those masses, thus making them conduce to the 
general good. If the prejudices and fixed habits of a 
country lead to evil, the inhabitants will themselves 
abandon the errors. Do not all errors in rural, politi- 
cal, or domestic eeonom}” lead to losses which self- 
interests rectify in the long run? Here, in this district, 
I had the luck to find a tabula rasa. By my advice, 
the earth has been well cultivated ; but there had been 
no previous mistakes in agriculture, and the soil was 
good ; it was therefore eas}^ for me to introduce culti- 
vation with five successions of crops, grass, clover, and 
potatoes. My agricultural system rubbed against no 
prejudices. No worthless ploughshares were in use, as 
in some parts of France ; here the hoe sufficed for the 
little tillage that w'as done. The wheelwright had an 
interest in crying up my wheel-ploughs, because they 
threw work in his waj' ; thus he became my confederate. 
But in this, as in other things, I always sought to draw 
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hoon I advanced from productions which s(>itc.I ih 

iiuinediate wants of a poor coinminiitv to oihcr produc 

tions, which increased their comfort and wc)i-l>ci)..^ 

never drew in from the outer to the inner; ami Tm.h' 

encouraged exportations wiiich were ccrlain to enrici, 

the people, -the profits of which could bo seen at a 

g anee. The people who made them were mv apostles 

and spread mj gospel bj their own acts, and without 
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“ Then there ’s another consideration. Here we are 
fourteen miles from Grenoble; and tlie vicinitv of a 
gieat town offers many an opening for productions, ip 
dustricts are not at the gates of a large citv. In overv 
effort like this of mine, we must consider die eharaeteV 
of he region, its situation, its resources ; we must .stndv 
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tan t le conditions of government ; in fact, verv few 
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each other. I cured mj peasantry of their ailments, — 
always easy to cure, for the chief point is to restore the 
natural strength by substantial food. '^Xountry people, 
either from thrift or indigence, live so badly that their 
raaladies come chielly from their peniiiy ; as a general 
thing they are liealthj. When I resolved, solemnly, to 
take up this life of obscure resignation, I hesitated long 
whether to make myself a curate, a country doctor, or a 
justice of the peace. It is not without reason, my dear 
monsieur, that the three black gowns, priest, lawyer, and 
doctor, are proverbially classed together ; one stanches 
the wounds of the soul, another those of the parse, 
the third those of the body ; they represent society in 
its three chief aspects of existence, — conscience, prop- 
erty, and health. Formerly the first, subsequently the 
second, were the State itself. Those who preceded us 
on this earth thought, possibly with reason, that the 
priest — the guide of ideas — ought to be the sole gov- 
erning power ; he was king, poiitifi', judge. But in those 
daj’s all was faith and conscience. To-da^’, this is 
(jhanged ; and we must take our epoch for such as it is. 
Well, I think that the progress of civilization and the 
well-being of the masses depends on the three profes- 
sions. They are the powers which clirec% lead the 
people to feel the result of actions, of interests, and of 
principles, — the three great results produced within a 
nation by events, by property, and by ideas. Time 
goes on, and brings changes; properties increase or 
diminish. All things must be ruled by such mutations ; 
out of it comes the principle of order. To civilize eoni- 
TOunities, to create production, we must bring the masses 
to understand how it is that individual interests are one 


70 


The Country Doctor, 

with national interests, wliieh resolve tliomselves 
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’Waterloo. ' If MohaBiined was able to create^ a religion 
after conquering a third of the globe, it was because be 
concealed from the world the spectacle of his death. To 
the village maj’or and the great conqueror the same i^riii- 
ciple applies ; the nation and the district are of the same 
flock, the breed is the same. I was rigorous towards those 
I was forced to help with mone^^; if I had not shown 
firmness thej" would all have scoffed at me. Peasants, 
quite as often as men of the world, end by making light 
of those whom they cheat. To be doped is to be weak ; 
strength governs all things. I have never demanded a 
penny of any one for mjr medical services, unless from 
those wdio are known to be rich ; but I have left no one 
in ignorance of the proper price of them. I never give 
away medicines, unless the sick person is indigent. If 
ni}’' peasantry do not pay me, they at least know the 
amount of their debt; sometimes thej- ease their con- 
science by bringing me oats for my horses, or wheat, 
wdien it is not too dear. If the miller were to offer me 
only a few' eels for my services, 1 should tell him he was 
generous for so trifling a matter. Such politeness bears 
fruits ; in winter he will give me a few sacks of flour for 
the poor. Ah! monsieur, these people have hearts if 
w^e don’t blight them. I have come to think more of 
good and less of evil than I used to.’^ 

“ But you must have sorely taxed j’ourself?” said 
Genestas. 

‘‘I! not at all,’’ answered Benassis. ‘‘It gave me 
no more trouble to say a useful thing than to talk non- 
sense. Meeting them as I did, talking and laughing 
with them, I w'as soon able to speak to them of them- 
selves. At first, they did not listen to me. I had their 
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prejudices and repugnances to combat; I was a lionr- 
geois, and to their minds a bouigcois was an cHcmy 
That sort of enm% amused me. Between tlie doino- of 
good and the doing of evil, tliere ’s but one ditference,— 
a conscience at peace or the reverse; the trouble re- 
mains the same. If rascals chose to behave well, they 
would end by being millionnaires instead of beinir 
hanged; that’s the whole of it— ” 

_ “Monsieur!” cried Jacqnotte, “the dinner is <ret. 
ting cold.” ^ 

Monsieur,” said Genestas, catching the doctor by 

the arm, “ I have only one remark to offer on what "l 
have just heard. I know notliing about the wars of 
Mohammed, and so I cannot judge of his military 
talents ; but if you had seen the Emperor mana'uvrin^ 
the campaign in France you would have taken him for 
a god ; and if he was vanquished at B'aterloo, it was 
because he was more than man ; he was too mighty for 
earth and the earth gaye way under him, — that i.s'how 
rt was. In other respects I am heartily of your opinion 
in all things ; and, thunder of heaven ! the mother who 
bore you did n't waste her time.” 

dinnm°™^'” ®®nassis, smiling, “let ns go to 

^rn?" tT "S'™? throughout, ami painted 

graj. The furniture consisted of a few straw chairs a 
buffet, some cupboards, a stove, the famous clock ’of 
the deceased curate, and white curtains at the window.s. 
Ihe table, covered with a white cloth, bore no si<ms 

ware. The soup, made after a recipe of the late master 
was the strongest broth that ever a cook could simmer 
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and boil down. The doctor and Ms guest had liardly 
eaten it, when a man abrupt entered the kitchen, and 
in spite of Jacqiiotte, made a sudden irruption into the 
dining-room. 

u whsA is it?” asked the doctor. 

Why, it’s this, monsieur; our good woman, Ma- 
dame Vigneaii, has turned quite white, — so white that 
we are ail frightened.” 

Well,” said Benassis, cheerfully, then I shall 
have to go.” 

He rose. In spite of the doctor’s remonstrances, 
Genestas, flinging down his napkin, swore in soldier 
fashion that he would not at table without liis host, 
and returned to the salon to warm himself, thinking all 
the while of the wretchedness inevitabl}’' to be met 
with in every state of life to which man is subject here 
below. 

Benassis soon returned, and the tswo friends onee 
more sat down to table. 

Taboureau came to speak to you just now,” said 
Jacquotte to her master, bringing in the dishes which 
she had kept hot. 

“ Who is ill at his place?” asked the doctor. 

*VNo one, monsieur; he wanted to consult 3 "ou about 
his affairs, he said; he is coming back again.” 

“ Veiy good. This Taboureau,” resumed Benassis, 
addressing Genestas, ‘‘ is to me a perfect treatise on 
philosophy. Study him attentively when he comes ; he 
can’t fail to amuse you. He used to be a day-laboreri 
— a worthy mao, thrifty, eating little, and working 
much. As soon as the fellow had a few crowns of liis 
own, Ms intellect began to develop.' He caught the ^ 
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ideas that I was impressing on the district, and tried 
to profit bj them for his own advantage. In eiffht 
years he has made a fortune, - really a large fortune 
in a community like this. Probably he is worth forty 
thousand francs. I’ll give you twenty guesses as to 
how he made that money, and j-ou will never find out. 
He IS ^ a usurer,— a thorough-going usurer; and his 
usury is so part and parcel of the interests of the peo- 
ple of this district that I should simply waste my time 
If I tried to undeceive them as to the advantages which 
they think thejy get from their dealings wdth him. 
hen this devil of a fellow saw them all tilling their 

ands, he went to the adjoining districts and bought 
p-am, to supply these poor people with the various 
kinds of seed they needed. Here, as elsewhere, the 
peasantry, and even some of the farmers, never have 
the cash to paj for their seeds. To some liCaster Ta« 
boureau lent a sack of barley, to bo returned bv a sack 
of rye after the harvest; to others a setter, 'that is 
about nine bushels of wheat, to bo repaid by a sack of 
flour. My man now carries on this singular sort of> 
commerce all over the department. If nothing balks 
him, he is likely to make a million. 'Well, my dear 
monsieur as a day-laborer Taboiireau used to be a 
worthy fel ow, good-natured, obliging, and willing to do 
^ hands turn for anyone who asked him; but now 
in pioportion to his gains, Monsieur Taboureaii has 
progressed and grown WTangling and insolent. The 
ichei he becomes, the worse he gets. As soon as 
a peasant passes from a simple life of labor to an 
easy life, or to the ownerahip of landed property, he 
grows unbearable. He forms a class which is Mf! 
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virtuous, lialf-vicioiis, half-educated, half-iguorant, 
which will alwaj's he the despair of govern ments. 
You will see a little of the spirit of this class in Tahou- 
reaii, — a simple-minded man to all appearance, even 
illiterate, but certainly deep and clever as regards his 
own interests.” 

The sound of a heavy step announced the approach 
of the usurer in grains. 

“ Come in, Taboureau ! ” cried Benassis. 

Thus prepared by the doctor, the captain looked at 
the peasant, and saw a thin man, much bent, with a 
projecting forehead, and manj- wrinkles. The sunken 
face was pierced b}- a pair of small gra}" eyes touched 
with black. The usurer’s lips were tightly closed, and 
the sharp chin was thrust up to meet a nose that was 
sarcastically hooked. His high cheek-bones showed 
the lines and cracks w^hich denote a rambling life and 
the craftiness that comes of an illicit business. His 
hair was already turning gra3% He w^ore a blue jacket 
that was quite clean, whose square pockets stuck out 
from both hips, and w^hose open front showed a white 
waistcoat with a flowery pattern. He planted himself 
sqiiarel}’ on his legs, leaning on a stick wdtli a knobby 
end. A little spaniel followed him into the room, in 
defiance of Jacquotte, and lay down beside him. 

Well, what is it? ” asked Benassis. 

Taboureau looked suspiciously at the unknown per- 
sonage who was sitting at the doctor’s table, and 
said, — 

is not a case of illness, monsieur le imire ; but 
you know how to heal the wounds of the purse, as well 
as those of the body ; and ' I ’ve come to consult you 
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about a little diflScultj I ’ve bad with a nian at Saint- 
■ Laurent.” 

‘‘Why don’t you go to the justice of the peace, or 
■his clerk?” 

“Eh! because you are so mnch cIeTerer; and I'm 
more sure of my affair if I can get jmiir approbation.” 

“My dear Taboiireau, I am glad to give my medical 
advice, gratis, to the poor; but I shall not examine 
into the affairs of a man as rich as you are for nothing. 
It costs something to get hold of science.” 

Taboureau twisted his cap. 

“ If you want ray advice, which will save you the 
coppers you would otherwise have to lay out in con- 
sulting the lawyers at Grenoble, you must send a sack 
of flour to the Blartin woman who takes care of the 
children from the hospital.” 

“Well, to be sure, monsieur; I’ll do that with 
pleasure, if you say it is necessary. Can I state mv 
business without disturbing monsieur?” he added, giv- 
ing a glance at Genostas. “ Well, tlien, monsieur,” he 
resumed, at a nod from the doctor, “ two months ago, 
a man from Saint-Laurent eanie to see me. ‘ Tabou- 
reau,’ ho said, ‘ could 3'ou sell me twelve hundred and 
fifty bushels of barley?’ ‘Why not?’ I answered, 
‘that’s my business; do .you wmnt tliem at once?’ 

‘ No,’ he said, ‘ early in March, for the spring-sowing.’ 

‘ Very good,’ I said. Then we sot about discussing the 
price ; and having drunk his glass, he agreed to pay 
me the then market price for barley in Grenoble, and I 
was to deliver the grain in March, —less the storage 
waste, of course. Bnt, my dear monsieur, barleys 
have gone up and up, till they’ve boiled ovei- like' a 
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Kettle o® milk. Being pressed for money, I ’ve sold all 
my barley — - natural enough, was n’t it, monsieor? ” 
‘‘No,” said Benassis; “that barley was no longer 
yours ; it was left in 3^0111* care. If barley had gone 
down in value, would n’t you have compelled your pur- 
chaser to pay the price he had agreed upon ? ” 

“But, monsieur, perhaps he wouldn’t have paid it; 
w’e most swim with the stream, you know. A mer- 
chant ought to make his profit when he can. After all, 
goods are not 3’ours till 3^ou ’ve paid for them; isn’t 
that true, monsieur rofficier? — for I see plainty that 
3’ou have served in the arm}’.” 

“ Taboureau,” said Benassis gravely, “ misfortunes 
wall overtake you. Sooner or later, God punishes evil 
actions. How can so intelligent and capable a man as 
3’ou, a man who know^s exactl}’' what he is about, set such 
an example of dishonesty to this district? If you cany 
on such proceedings, how do j'ou expect the poor folks 
to keep honest, and not rob 3’’oii in return? Your 
workmen will filch part of the time the}’ ow’e you, and 
that will demoralize others. Y‘ou are wrong. That 
barley wms as good as delivered. If the man from 
Saint-Laurent had carried it away you couldn’t have 
got it back. You therefore sold something that did 
not belong to you. The barley, by the terms of your 
agreement, had already been converted into money. 
But go on.” 

Genestas threw a glance of intelligence at the doctor 
to make Mm observe the man’s immovability. Not a 
fibre of his face quivered at the reprimand, his brow 
had not flushed, his small eyes were calm. 

“Listen to me, Taboureau* Deliver that barley at 
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oiiee, or j'oii will lose the respect of everybodv. Even 
if your pockets gain by such conduct, j’oii will be lielrl 
up as a man without faith or decency, without lionesty, 
without iionor — ” 

‘‘Go on, don^t be afraid; tell me I^m a knave, a 
rascal, a thief. They 'those things in business, 
monsieur le maire, without offence. In business, doii t 
you see, every man ’s for bimself.” 

“ Well, then, why do you voluntarily put yourself in 
a position to deserve such terms? ” 

But, monsieur, if the law is on my side — • 

“ The law is not on 3’oiir side.” 

“Are 3^011 sure of that, monsieur, — sure, quite sure? 
It ’s an important matter, donT 3’ou see.” 

“Of course I am sure. If I were not at dinner, I 
would read you the Code. If 3’oii go to law about it 
3'ou will lose your case; and you will never set foot 
within my doors again. I will not receive persons I 
don’t respect. Do 3^ hear nie? you will lose your 
case.” . 

“lSba3% na3', monsieur; I sha’n’t lose it,^’ said Ta- 
boureau. “ Look here, monsieur ie maire, it ’s the Saint- 
Laurent man that owes me the barkw; it’s I who 
bought it from him; and it’s he who won’t deliver it. 

1 wanted to be quite certain that I should win tiie case 
before I went to the sheriff and involved nn^self in 
costs.” 

Genestas and the doctor looked at each other, trying 
to hide their surprise at the clever trick of the man to 
get at the judicial truth of the matter, 

“Well, Tahoureau, your man keeps bad faith, and 
you had better not deal with such persons.” 
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Ah, monsieur ! but they understand business.” 

^‘ Good-day to you, Taboureau.” 

Your servant, monsieur le maire, and compaiiy,- 

said Benassis, when the usurer had disap- 
peared, “ don't you believe that in Paris a man like that 
would soon be a millionnaire ? ” 

Dinner over, the doctor and his guest returned to 
the salon, where they talked for the rest of the even- 
ing on war and polities, in the course of which conver- 
sation Genestas manifested the most violent antipath}" 
to Englishmen. 

^‘Monsieur," said his host, ‘‘may I know whom I 
have the honor to receive as guest ? '' 

“My name is Pierre Bliiteau,” answered Genestas. 
“ I am a captain at Gi’enoble.” 

“Very good, monsieur. Do you wish to follow the 
same system as Monsieur Gravier? He liked, after 
breakfast, to accompany me on my rounds through the 
neighborhood. I am not sure that you will take mueli 
interest in the matters which occupy me, for they are 
very commonplace ; you are neither the owner of prop- 
erty nor the maj'or of a village, and 3^ou will see noth- 
ing in this district that you have not seen elsewhere,— 
all cottages look alike. However, you will get the air, 
and it gives an object to your ride — ■ ” 

“ Nothing could please me better than 3"our proposal. 
I feared to make it mj'self lest you should think me 
troublesome.” 

Captain Genestas — to whom we shall continue to 
give his own name instead of his crafty alias — was 
ushered by his host into a bedroom on the second fioor^ 
over the salon. " ' 
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Good 1 exclaimed Benassis ; “ Jaeqiiotte has lighted 
yoor fire. If there is an}- thing you waiit^' the bell-rope 
is close to the bed’s head.” 

“ I don’t believe I shall want anything,” said Geiies- 
tas. Here is even a boot-jack. One needs to be an 
old trooper to know the value of that article. In war- 
times, monsieur, I ’ve known it happen that one would 
almost burn down a house to get at a boot-jack. After 
a long march, and speciallj" after an engagement, the 
feet swell so in the damp leather that no effort can get 
the boots off, I have had to sleep more than once with 
my boots on.” 

The captain looked with some surprise about the 
room, which was commodious, neat, and even hand- 
some, ‘‘What luxury!” he said. “I suppose you 
are as well lodged?” 

“Gome and see,” said the doctor. “I am your 
neighbor; we are only separated by the staircase.” 

Genestas was a good deal surprised, on entering the 
doctor’s quarters, to see a bare room, wdiose walls had 
no other decoration than an old 3 ’'ellowish paper with 
brown spots, discolored in places. The bed — of iron 
coarsel}’ varnished, and surmounted by a wooden pole 
from which fell a pair of gra}^ cotton curtains, at the 
side of which lay a shabby- strip of threadbare carpet 
— resembled a hospital bed. At its head stood one 
of those night-tables with four legs, whose rolling front 
opens or shuts with a noise like that of castanets. Three 
chairs, two armchairs made of straw, a chest of draw^ers 
in walnut- wood, on which stood a very ancient basin 
and a water-pitcher, the cover of the latter being held 
to it by a leaden hinge, completed the furniture. The 
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liearth of the fireplace was cold ; and all the doctor's 
shaving-things were scattered on the painted stone 
mantel-shelf, under an old mirror, which w^as hanging 
bj a bit of twine. The tiled floor, neatly swept, was 
worn and cracked and hollowed in several places. Gray 
cotton curtains, with green fringes, hung at the two 
windows. Everything, even to the round table on which 
straggled a few papers, an inkstand, and some pens, — • 
everything in this abode of simplicity, to which the 
excessive neatness of Jacquotte bestowed a sort of 
correction, gave the idea of a life that was half mo- 
nastic, indifferent to things, yet full of feelings. An 
open door enabled the captain to look into a study 
where the doctor, no doubt, seldom sat. This room 
was in much the same state as the bedroom. A 
few dusty books lay sparsely scattered about the dusty 
shelves, while rows of bottles and labelled phials sug- 
gested that pharmacy occupied more space there than 
science. 

‘‘ You will ask me why there is such a difference be- 
tween your room and mine,” said Benassis. ‘‘ Well, I 
have always felt ashamed of those who put their guests 
to sleep in a garret, and give them such disfiguring 
looking-glasses that when a man looks at himself he 
seems either larger or smaller than nature, either pallid 
and sickly or struck with apoplex.y. lYe ought to tiw 
to make a friend’s transient apartment as agreeable as 
possible ; don't you think so ? tHospitalitj" seems to me 
as much a happiness and luxury as it is a virtue f but 
under whatever aspect 3^011 consider it, not excepting 
that of its being a speeulation, ought we not to display 
for friend and guest all the little caresses, the little 
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cajoleries of life? To your room, therefore, belong the 
handsome pieces of furniture, the warm carpet, the cur- 
tains, the clock, the candelabra, and the night-lamp ; 
you must have the w'ax caudles, and Jacquotte’s best 
attentions ; doubtless she has alreadj- brought j-ou the 
new slippers, some milk, and a waiming-pan. I hoiie 
you have never been more comfortably seated than you 
will be in the luxurious armchair, discovered 1 don’t 
know where bj' the late curate. One thing is certain ; if 
we wish to find patterns of all that is good, and beauti- 
ful, and convenient we must have recourse to tlic Chureli. 
I hope that everything in your room will please you. 
lou will find some capital razors and good soaj), ami 
all the little accessories which make home-life so pleas- 
ant. ^ But, my dear Monsieur Bluteau, if my theories of 
hospitality do not fully explain the diilercnce between 
your room and mine, you will understand the naked- 
ness of my quarters and the untidiness of my stmh- 
to-morrow, when you witness the incessant coming 
and going which takes place in my house. In the first 
place, my life is not home-keeping ; 1 am alwaj's out. 
When I am in the house, the peasantry come to see me 
at all hours, and I belong to them, body, soul, and 
chamber. Could I burden myself with the vexations 
of etiquette, or with tliose caused by the inevitable 
havoc those worthy people would involuntarily make 
among my things? Luxury is only .suitable in man- 
sions, castles, boudoirs, and the chambers of our 
fi-iends. Indeed, I am only in the house to sleep, 
and therefore, what do I want with tlie trappings of 

wealth ? You don’t know how indifferent I am to the 
things of life.” 
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They hade each other a friendl}^ good-night, and shook 
hands cordially as they parted. Before he slept, the 
captain made more than one reflection upon this man, 
who, hour by hour, was increasing in proportions to his 
mind. 
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CHAPTER II, 
o’er hill and dale. 

The friendship that every horseman feels for Ms 
steed led Genestas early to the stable ; and he was well 
pleased with the grooming Nicolle had bestowed npon 
his horse. 

‘‘Up already, Captain Blutean?’^ cried Benassis, 
who came to meet his guest. “ You are a true soldier, 
and hear reveille wiierever you go, even in a village.” 

“Are well?” answered Genestas, stretching out 
his hand with a friendly motion. 

“I am never positively well,” answered Benassis, in 
a tone that was half-sad, half-ineiTj’’. 

“ Has monsieur slept well?” said Jacquotte to Gen- 
estas. 

“Faith, my beauty! you made mv bed as if for a 
bride.” 

Jacquotte smiled as she followed her master and the 
captain. After seeing them at table, she remarked to 
Mcolle, — . 

“ He’s a good fellow, all the same, that officer.” 

“I should think so!” said Nicolle, “lie has given 
me fort^' sons, already.” 

“We will begin by visiting two death-beds,” said 
Benassis to his guest, as thej^ left the dining-room. 

Though doctors are not usually fond of coming face 
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to face with their victims, so-called, I shall take 3-011 to 
two houses where 3-ou will be able to make a rather curi- 
oiis observation on human nature. You will there see 
two scenes wMch will prove to 3-011 how much a people 
living on the mountains differ in the expression of their 
feelings from the dwellers on a plain. That portion of 
our district which lies on the upper slopes and summits 
preserves customs of an antique t3-pe, which vaguel}- 
recall the scenes of the Bible. There is, along this 
whole chain of mountains, a distinct line traced by 
nature, above which the aspect of eveiy thing changes. 
Above, is strength; below, cleverness and dexteiitjs 
above, noble sentiments ; below, a perpetual recollec- 
tion of the material interests of life. Except the vallej- 
of Ajou, where the ' northern slopes are peopled with 
idiots and the southern with an intelligent race, — tw-o 
distinct populations separated onl}^ ly a rivulet, 3’et 
dissimilar at all points, stature, carriage, phvsiognomj-, 
manners, customs, and occupations, — I have never 
seen these differences more marked than they are here. 
This fact ought to compel all administrators of govern- 
ment to study locally the application of the laws. But 
the horses are read3-, let us start.” 

In a short time the riders reached a house which 
stood in a part of the village that faced the mountains 
of the Grande Chartreuse. At the door of this house, 
whose general appearance -was tolerably neat, they 
saw a coffin covered with black cloth, placed on two 
chairs surrounded by four wax tapers ; and near by-, on 
a stool, a copper vessel filled with hol3--water, in which 
laj- a branch of box. Each person who entered the 
courtyard knelt beside the body, said a Pater, and 
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sprinkled a few drops of holy- water upon the bier. 
Above the black cloth rose the green tufts of a jasmine 
which grew beside the entrance ; and over the mouldino- 
of the doorway ran the tortuous shoots of a grape-vinet 
already in leaf. A young girl was sweeping the patii 
before tlie house in obedience to that vague desire for 
adornment which all ceremonies, even the most mourn- 
ful, impart. The eldest son of the deceased, a youncr 
peasant twenty-two years of age, was leaning motio.” 
less against the casing of the doorway. His eyes were 
ful of tears that did not fall, or perhaps he wiped them 
lurtively away from time to time. . At the moment when 
Benassis and Genestas entered the courtyard, havino' 
fastened their horses to one of the poplars“which stood 
outside the little wall, breast-high, above which they had 
taken note of the scene within, the widow was coming out 

of a cattle-shed, followed by a woman who carried a juo- 

of milk. ^ ^ 

“Take courage, my good Pelletier,” said the latter. 
Ah, my good woman,” replied the widow, “ when 
one has lived twenty-five yearn with a man, it is very 
hard to part with him ! ” and her eyes filled with tears. 

^ Are you going to pay me the two sous? ” she added 
after a pause, holding out her hand. 

_ “ To be sure ! I forgot,” said the other woman, tak- 

^gou themon^ “ Well, console yourself, neighbor. 

Ah . here is Monsieur Benassis ! ” 
doctor"”’ asked the 

‘ olfn she said, crying, 

^ one has to keep about all the same. I sav to mvsel 

that my man won’t suffer any more, - and lie did sWer 
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so 1 But walk in, gentlemen. Jacques ! put chairs fof 
the gentlemen; come! stir yourself. Bless me! you 
won’t bring your father back to life if you stand there 
a hundred years 1 You have got to do double work 
now.” 

no, mj good woman,” said Benassis, ‘Met 
3 ’^our son be quiet ; we don’t intend to sit clown. You 
have a lad there who will take care of you, and who 
is well able to replace his father.” 

“Go and get dressed, Jacques,” cried the widow; 
“ the}" ’ll be here to fetch 3 "ou before long.” 

“ Well, good-l\y, mother,” said Benassis, 
“Gentlemen, your servant,” she replied. 

“ Here you see death,” said the doctor to Genestas, 
as the}’ rode away, “ taken as an expected event, which 
does not interfere with the ordinary life of the fiunih’. 
The people do not even wear mourning ; in the villages, 
either from poverty or thrift, the}" will not go to that 
expense. Throughout these valleys mourning is never 
worn. Now, the wearing of mourning is neither a cus- 
tom nor a law ; it is something better, — it is an institu- 
tion derived from all laws whose enforcement depends 
on the one principle — morality. Well, in spite of our 
efforts, neither Monsieur Janvier nor I have been able 
to make our peasantry unclerstaiid of what importance 
such outward observances are to the maintenance of 
social order. These worthy folks, so lately emanci- 
pated from their old thraldoms, are not quick to seize 
the new ties wliieh ought to hind them to these public 
principles. So far, they have got no further than the 
rudimeotary ideas which lead to order and physical 
welbbeing. Later,. if any one continues mj work, they 
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will come to understand principles which help to pre- 
serve the rights of all. It is not enough to be an up- 
right man, we must be seen to be one. Society docs 
not exist on moral ideas only 5 to last, it reQuires ac- 
tions that are in harmony with such ideas. In most of 
the rural districts, out of every hundred families whom 
death deprives of their head, only a few, gifted with 
livelj' sensibilitj’, preserve a reniembranee of the dead 
for any length of time ; the others totally forget them 
before the end of the j'ear. Is not such forgetfulness 
a sore thing? Religion is the heart of a people ; it is 
the expression of their feelings, which it raises by giv- 
ing them an object. Without a God visibly worshipped, 
religion would not exist, and human laws would have 
little real vigor. Though the conscience belongs to God 
alone, the body falls under the social law ; tlierefore, is 
it not tiie beginning of atheism to efface the outward 
signs of religious grief, and not to exhibit forcibly to the 
eyes of children who cannot yet reflect— indeed, to 
the eyes of all who learn by example — the duty of obey- 
ing laws by a visible submission to the decrees of Prov- 
idence, who afflicts and consoles, and gives and tabes 
away the blessings of life ? 

“ I confess that having passed through mv period of 
scoffing and of scepticism, I have, here in this place, 
leained to understand the value of religious ceremonies, 
of family solemnities, and the importance of certain 
usages and celebrations around the domestic hearth. 
The base of all society must always be the fainilv. 
There, where law and power take their rise, obedience 
should be taught. Seen in all their consequences, the 
family bond and paternal authority are tw'o principles 
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whicli are still too little developed in our new legislative 
system. The family, the district, and the department 
represent oiir whole country. Laws should therefore be 
based on those three great divisions. In my opinion, 
the marriage of men and women, the birth of children, 
the death of fathers, cannot be surrounded with too 
many observances. That which makes the strength of 
Catholicism, that which has rooted it so firiniy in the 
manners and morals of the people, is precisely the 
splendor by which it associates itself with the solemn 
things of life, and surrounds them with ceremonies, so 
simple and appealing, yet so grand whenever the priest 
rises to the height of his mission, and makes his office 
accord with the sublimity of Christian morality. For- 
merly I used to think the Catholic religion a mass of 
bigotry and superstition, cleverly manipulated, which an 
intelligent civilization ought to bring to justice ; here, 
in this village, I have come to recognize both its politi- 
cal necessit}^ and its moral usefulness ; here I have 
understood its power as expressed in the veiy name it 
bears. Religion means bond; and siirelj" worship — in 
other words, the expression of religion — constitutes’ 
the sole tie that can bind the social elements and give 
them a lasting form. Here, too, I have found the balm 
which religion pours into the wounds of life : without 
discussing the matter, I feel how admirably it harmonizes 
with the passionate nature and manners of the southern 
peoples. 

“ Take the other road,” said the doctor, interrupting 
himself; ‘‘we are making for the upland. There we 
shall overlook two valleys, and you will have a fine 
view. At a height of three thousand feet above the 
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Mediterranean we shall see both Dauphine and Savoie, 
the mountains of Lyonnais, and the Ehone. We shall 
enter another district, a mountainous one, where you 
will see, at a farmhouse owned by Monsieur Gravier, 
the second scene that I spoke of, — certain local cere- 
monies which realize my idea of what is due to the great 
events of life. In this district mourning is religiously 
worn. The poor will even beg the means to buy black 
clothing ; and, under the circumstances, no one ever 
refuses to help them. A widow refere to her loss nearly 
every day, and alnmys with tears; ten years after her 
misfortune her feelings ai’e as deep as on the morrow of 
the death. Manners and customs are patriarchal; the 
authority of the fether is unlimited, — his word is law. 
He eats alone, seated at the upper end of the table ; his 
wife and his children wait upon him, and those around 
never address him without using cei’tain formulas of 
respect. Such customs are, to my mind, a noble edu- 
cation. The result is that in this district the inhabi- 
tants are, as a general thing, upright, thrifty, and 
industrious. Every father of a family is in the habit of 
dividing his property equally among his children when 
old age renders him unfit for labor; his children then 
support him. In the last century, an old man, ninety 
years of age, after making this division among his four 
children, spent three months of every' year with each of 
them. When he left the eldest to go to the youngest, 
a friend said to him, ‘ Well, are yon satisfied? ’ ‘ Yes, 
truly,’ replied the old man ; ‘ they treat me as if I were 
their child.’ That saying seemed so remarkable to 
an officer named Vauvenargues, a celebrated moralist 
then in garrison at Grenoble, that he repeated it in the 
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salons of Paris, where the touching words were heard 
and afterwards published by a writer named Chamfort 
In this district we often hear sayings that are eren 
them.” Wstorians able to repeat 

“ I have seen the Moravian brotherhoods, and the 

they are Christians who bear some resemblance to 
your mountaineers. Those worthy souls endure the 
miseries of war with the patience of ano-els ’’ 

“Monsieur,” replied the doctor, “simple manners 
and customs must be nearly alike in all parts of the 
world Truth has but one aspect. A country life may 
Iviil ideas, but it also weakens vice and deveIop.s vir- 
tue. In fact, the less men congregate together, the 
fewer tlie crimes, the misdemeanors, the evil feelings 
we encounter. The purity of the air has much to do 
With the innocencj^ of morals.” 

The two horsemen, who were riding at a foot-pace 
along a stony road, now reached the upland of which 
Benassis had simken. This tract of ground turns roinicl 
the edge of a high peak of bare rock which overtops it. 
and on which there is not a vestige of Amgetation. Tlie 
summit is gray, cleft on all sides, abrupfand inaccessi- 
ble ; the_ fertile upland, hemmed in by rocks, stretches 
below this peak and forms an irregular terrace of about 
thirty acres in breadth. Towards the south, the eve 
tokes m, through a wide notch, the French Maurienne, 
auphine, the crags of Savoie, and the mountains of 
Byonnais. As Genestas gazed at the view, just then 
Illuminated by the sunshine of a spring morning, cries 
ot lamentation reached his ear. 
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Come,” said Benassis, “ the Wail has begun.^ 
n ail IS the name they give to this part of the funeral 

ceremonies.” 

The soldier then perceived, on the western flank of 
the precipice, a large farm which forms a square encio- 
sure. The arched gateway of granite has an air of 
grandeur which the decay of its structure, the age of 
the trees that surround it, and the plants which grow in 
Its clefts, only enhance. The house itself is at the far- 
ther end of the courtyard, on each side of which are 
barns, sheepfolds, stables, cattle-sheds and carriage- 
houses in the centre is a large pool where the manure 
lies rotting. ^ This yard, whose aspect in rich and pop- 
ulous farms is usually so animated, was now silent and 
gloomy. The door of the poultry-yard was closed ; 
all the animals were shut up in their own quarters 
whence their cries were scarcely heard. The stables 
and the sheds were carefully closed. The path leading 
to the house had been swept. Such perfect order where 
disorder usually reigned, the lack of life and movement 
in so noisy a place, the calm of the mountain, the 
shadow cast from the summit of the peak, all contribu- 
ted to affect the soul. Though Genestas was accus- 
tomed to strong impressions, he was unable to restrain 
a shudder when he saw a dozen men and women rano-ed 
^ eithei. side the door of the great hall, crving almid 

rs nv.r" of intonation, -The Masteh 

him t “^^tog it twice during the time it took 
him to walk from the gateway to the house. When the 

moans came from the interior, and the 
Toice of a woman was heard through the windows. 

, ^ Le Chant est commence. 
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I dare not intrude upon such grief,’’ said Genestas 
to the doctor. 

I alwaj’s visit the afflicted,” answered Benassis; 

partly to see that no bad elfects are caused by grief, 
and partly to give a certificate of the death; you easi 
accompany me without scruple. Besides, the scene is 
so imposing and we shall find so many persons present, 
that you will not be noticed.” 

As Genestas followed the doctor, he saw that the 
first room was full of family relations. The Uyo men 
passed through this assemblage and placed tbemselves 
near the door of a bedroom, which opened into a great 
hall that served as kitchen and living-room for the 
family, or we might rather sa 3 ', colon}' ; for the length 
of the table indicated the habitual presence of about 
forty persons. The arrival of Benassis intermpted the 
discourse of a woman of tall stature, plainly dressed, 
whose hair was dishevelled, and who held, with an elo- 
quent gesture, the hand of the dead man clasped within 
her owm. The latter, dressed in his best clothes, lay 
rigid on his bed, the curtains of which had been drawn 
back. The calm face, which told of heaven, and above 
all, the silvery hair, produced a scenic effect. On 
either side of the bed stood the children and the nearest 
relations of the married pair. Each side of the family 
kept its own place, — the relations of the wile to the left, 
those of the husband to the right. Men and women were 
on their knees and praying; most of them were weep- 
ing. Wax tapers surrounded the bed. The curate of 
the parish and his clergy had taken their station in the 
middle of the chamber beside an empty bier. It was a 
ti’agic sight to see the head of the family in presence 
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of-, the open coffin .which was about to close on him 
forever. 

“ Ah ! my dear lord,” said the widow, pointing to 
the doctor, “ if the science of that good man could not 
save thee, it was written above that thou shouldst pre- 
cede me to the grave ! Yes, this hand is cold that 
once pressed mine in friendship. I have lost, forever, 
my dear companion; and our house has lost Its pre- 
cious head ; for thou wert indeed our guide I Alas I 
all those who mourn wdtli me have known the light of 
thine heart and the worth of thy presence ; but I alone 
knew thy gentleness, thy patience I Oh, my husband I 
mj’’ man 1 must I bid thee farewell — farewell to thee 
our prop, to thee my good master? We, thy children, 

- for thou hast cherished all alike, — w"e have lost our 
father 1 ” 

Ihe widow threw herself upon the bodj^ clasped it 
in her arms, bathed it with tears, warmed it ■with kisses, 
and while she did so the serving- folk cried out, — 

‘‘Our Master is dead!” 

Yes, resumed the widow, “ he is dead. The wcil- 
beloved man who gave us our daily bread, who planted 
and garnered for us, who watched for our happiness, 
who led ns through life with an authority that was full 
of gentleness he is dead ! I may say it now^ In his 
presence, he never gave me a moments grief; he was 
good, and strong, and patient ; when we tortured him to 
restore his precious health, the dear lamb said to us, 

‘ Leave me in peace, my children ; all is useless,’ in the 
self-same voice with which he had said, a few days 
eailier, ‘ All is well with me, my friends.’ Yes, great 
Ood ! a few days have sufficed to take aw^ay from us the 
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■joj of our home ;■ to darken ■■ our liTes hy 'elosing the 
. eyes of the ■' best of men^v the ■most , iipnght, the ^ m 
venerated of men, a-mian-who’ had not ills equal at the 

plough ; who went feaiiessiy, hy night and bj" day, upon 
the mountains, and returned always with' a' smile for uis 
wife and children. ; He was; the loved of all. When he 
was absent, our hearth was sad,;'” wo hadiio appetite to 
eat. Alas 1 how will it "be with us when our giiardiah 
angel is under ground, and we see him no more?'— 
no .more, iiiy:frieocls ^,■ ,no more, my good ' relations I . no 
more, m 3 ’ children,!; . Yes, my '.children: have .lost' their 
. good., father ; , our ■ .relations." have lost' : their .good rela,- 
tioii ; ' my „ friends; have, lost ■'■■a - good frieiKl;; and I ' ha've', 
lost my all, for the house has 'lost its master ! ” 

Sh.e ..took the hand,, of the'- dead-,; knelt down, the be.t- 
.ter to 'la}’ her 'hrce to ■his,'an'd- kissed him. " The servfng- 
,. people cried aloud three tim'es, — : 

^ ‘^;THE;MASTEIiIS ' 

At that moment the eldest son approached his mother, 
■and. said,— 

■■■ ‘‘My mother, ■ the people ■ from Saint-Laurent are 
■approaching; the}^ will want wine.” 

- ■ My son,” she answereddn a low voice, quitting tbe 
solemn ■ and grievous . tone^ in which she had given 
utterance to her feelings, “ take the kej’s ; from hence- 
forth you are master here. See .that all shall find a 
welcome such as 3'oor father would have given ; for 
them let nothing seem changed.” 

“■Would that I could see thee once again, my noble 
man,” she resumed. “ Alas! thou canst not feel me; 
I cannot warm thee 1 All that I now desire is to coni“ 
fort thee, and make thee know that while I live thou 
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shalt dwell in the heart thou hast rendered happ}'; that 
thy dear remembrance shall abide forever in this cham- 
ber. Yes, it shall be full of thee so long as God shall 
leave me here. Hear me, dear man ! I swear to keep 
thy bed such as it is to-day ; never did I enter it with- 
out thee ; cold and empty it shalt remain. In losing 
thee I have lost all that makes the life of woman, — 

master, husband, father, companion, friend, man 

all ! ” 

“ The Master is dead ! ” wailed the servants. 

While the cry was caught up and echoed, the widow 
took scissors that were hanging at her girdle, and cut 
off her hair, which she placed in the hand of her hus- 
band. Silence fell on all. 

“That act,” said Benassis, “signifies that she will 
not remarry ; many of her relations expected her reso- 
lution.” 

“Take it, my master,” she said, with a transport of 
heart and voice that stirred all present. “Keep, in 
the tomb, the faith that I have pledged thee. Thus we 
shall be one forever; and I will dwell among thy chil- 
dren, and love the offspring which kept thy spirit 
young. Pray God thou mayst hear me, my man, my 
only treasure, and learn that thou eanst make me live'; 
thou, de.ad, canst make me live to be obedient to thy 
sacred will, and to honor thy memory ! ” 

Benassis pressed the soldier’s hand to invite him to 
follow him, and they went out. The first hall was full 
of pei-sons who had come from another district among 
the mountains. All were silent and absorbed, as if the 
sorrow and mourning which hovered above the dwelling 
had already seized upon their own lives. As Benassis 
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and the captain crossed the threshold, they heard one of 
the new-comers say to the sons of the deceased, — 

“ When did he die? 

“Ah!’’ cried the eldest, who was a man about 
twenty-five years of age, “I did not see him die. He 
called me, and I was not there!” Sobs choked his 
words, but he continued: “The night before, he said 
to me, ‘ Boy, go to the village and pay our taxes ; my 
funeral ceremonies may hinder you from thinking of 
them ; we might be tardy in paying them, and that has 
never happened.’ He seemed better, and I went* 
During my absence he died, and I received no last 
embrace. In his dying moments he did not see me at 
Ms side, as I had ever been I ” 

“ The Master is dead ! ’’ cried all the people. 

“ Alas I he is dead ; and I received neither his last 
glance nor his last sigh. Why think of taxes? Was 
it not better to lose our nione}^ than to have left the 
house? Could our whole fortune pay me for that last 
farewell? No; my God! If thy father be ill, never 
leave him, Jean ; you will lay up remorse that may last 
your lifetime.” 

“My friend,” said Genestas to the young man, “I 
have seen thousands of men die on the battlefields, and 
death never waited for their sons to come and bid them 
farewell. Take comfort ; joii are not the onlj^ one.” 

“A father, monsieur!” he answered, bursting into 
tears. “ A father, who was so good a man ! ” 

“ This funeral oration,” said Benassis, as he led the 
captain towards the farm-buildings, “ will last until the 
bodjMs placed in the coffin, and during all that time 
the language of the desolate woman will increase in 

■■ r ■ 
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strength and imagery, ■ ^Biit to speak thiiS' before that 
imposing assembly, a woman must have earned the 
right to do so hx a spotless life. If the widow could 
be reproached with the least wrong-doing, she ivoold 
not dare to utter a word: otherwise, she W'oiild con- 
demn herself, and be at once her own accuser and her 
judge. Such a custom, which judges both the living 
and the dead, is sublime, is it not? They will put on 
their mourning eight days hence, before the last genei’al 
meeting. Meantime, the family relations will remain 
with the widow and children to help them to arrange 
their aifairs, and to offer consolation. This assemldage 
of friends has a great influence on tlie minds of all ; it 
represses evil passions by that natural human respect 
which takes hold of men when they are in presence of 
one another. On the day when the mourniog garments 
are first put on, a solemn repast is prepared, at whicli 
all the relations are present, and bid each other fare- 
well. All is done gravely ; and anyone who failed in 
the duties imposed by the death of the head of Iris 
family would have no one prcKsent at Ms owm Wail.’’ 

At this moment the doctor, who wn^s near the cattle- 
shed, opened the door, and made the soldier enter, 
wishing to show it to him. 

‘‘See, captain,” he said, “all our cattle-sheds have 
been rebuilt on this plan. Is it not fine ? ” 

Genestas could not help admiring the vast area 
where the cows and oxen were ranged in two lines ; 
their tails towards the lateral walls, their heads facing 
the middle of the building, into which they entered by 
a rather wide alley between their stalls and each outer 
wall. The open mangers gave to view their horned 
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iieads and their brilliant ejes. A master could thus 
run his eye with ease over all his cattle. The fodder, 
which was placed under the rafters, where a sort of 
floor had been constructed, was thrown from thence, 
without labor or waste, into the racks. Between the 
two rows of mangers was a wide paved space, clean, 
and well ventilated bj’ a current of air. 

‘‘During the winter, ’’ remarked Benassis, walking 
with Genestas to the centre of the stable, “ the veilUes 
■ — that is, the evening gatherings and occupations — 
are carried on in this place. Here the work-tables are 
set, and everybody is kept warm at no cost. The 
sheepfolds are built on the same plan. You have no 
idea how readih" all animals adapt themselves to a sys- 
tem. I often admire theiii as they file into the stables. 
Each knows its station, and makes way for those who 
should pass flrst. See, there is room between the ani- 
mals and the outer wall to either milk them or rub them 
down. The floor inclines enough to let the water run 
off easily.” 

“This cattle-shed enables me to judge of all the 
vest,” said Genestas. “Without meaning to flatter 
jmu, you have indeed got fine results.” 

“ Not obtained without trouble,” answered Benassis. 
“ But see what beasts I 

“They are certainly magnificent, and you have good 
reason to boast of them.*’ 

‘ ‘ N 0 w,” res limed the doctor, when the}" h ad passed 
through the gateway" and mounted their horses, “ w'e 
will ride across our newly cleared groinid and by some 
wheat-fields, — a little corner ' of my - district which 1 
call ^ La Beauce.’ ” 
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Tlie two horsemen rode for an hour over hill and dale, 
and among the fields, on the cultivation of which the 
soldier comjilimented the physician. Then they I’egained 
the village boundaries, and followed the mountain-road, 
sometimes silent, sometimes conversing, according as 
the pace of their steeds allowed them to speaker com- 
2)ellod them to keej) silence. 

“I promised yesterday,” said Benassis, as they en- 
tered a little gorge by which they were to issue into the 
wide valley, “to show j-ou one of our soldiers who 
came back from the army after the fail of Napoleon. 
If I am not mistaken, we shall find him a few steps 
iarthcr on, digging out a sort of natural reservoir, where 
the water from the mountain collects and which the silt 
is apt to choke with its de[)osits. But to make the man 
interesting, I must toll you the stoiy of his life. He is 
named Gondrin, and was taken by the draft of 1792, 
when eighteen years of age, and put in the artillerj''. 
As a common soldier, he went tlirough all the Italian 
campaigns under Napoleon, followed him to Egyi^t, re- 
turned to France after the peace of Amiens, was then 
enrolled among the pontoniers of the Guard, served 
steadily in Germany, and, for a final service, the poor 
laborer went to Eussia.” 

‘Then we are brothers-in-arms, as it were,” said 
Genestas. “I went through the same campaigns. 
Men had to be made of iron to resist the changes and 
caprices of all those climates. Upon my word, the 
good God must have given a special lease of life to 
those who are still on their pins after marching over 
Italy, Egypt,, Germany, Portugal, and Eussia.” 

“ IV ell, you ’U see the remnants of such a man. You 
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know all about the retreat, — useless therefore to tell 
you. My fellow was a pontonier at the passage of the 
Beresina. He helped to construct the bridge over which 
the army passed ; and in order to plant the first props, * 
he went into the water up to his middle. General Eble, 
who bad the pontoniers in his command, could find only 
forty -two who had grit enough, as Gondrin says, to 
attempt the work. The general himself got into the 
water to encourage and support them, and he promised 
each man an extra pension of a thousand francs and 
the cross of the Legion of honor. The first man who 
entered the Beresina had his leg taken off by a block of 
ice, and the man followed his leg. But you will under- 
stand the difficulties of the undertaking by the revsnlts. 
Of the forty-two pontoniers, Gondrin is the only one 
alive at this day. Thirty-nine perished in the Eeresina, 
and two others died miserabl}' in a Polisii hospital. 
Our poor fellow did not get back from Wilna till 181 4, 
after the return of the Bourbons. General Ebie, of 
whom Gondrin can't speak without tears in his eyes, 
■was dead. The old pontonier, then deaf and infirm, and 
unable to read or write, could find no other protector 
or defender. He begged his wmy to Paris, and made 
efforts at the War office to obtain, not the promised 
pension of a thousand francs, not the cross of the 
Legion of honor, — merely the retiring pension to which 
he was entitled after twent^’-two years' service and I 
can’t tell you how many campaigns. In vain ; he could 
get neither back-pay nor the costs of his journey home- 
ward, nor his pension. After a year of useless petition- 
ing, during which he implored the help of those whose 
lives he had helped to save, the old man came back 
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here, broken down but resigned. This unrecognized 
hero now digs ditches at ten sous a fethorn. Accus- 
tomed to work in swamps, he undertakes, as he says, the 
work which no other man is willing to do. drainino- 
bogs, and cutting trenches through inundated lands, he 
earns, perhaps, three francs a daj’. His deafness gives 
a sad expression to his face. He is naturally no taiker" 
but he IS full of soul. He and I are good friends ; he 
dines with me on the anniversaries of the battle of 
Ansterlitz, the Emperor’s fete-day, and the disasters at 
Waterloo ; and I always present him at dessert with a 
napoleon, which pays for his quarterly allowance of wine 
The feelings of respect which I have for that man are 
shared by the whole community, who would willingly 
support him. If he works, it is from self-respect. In 
every house where he is known the people follow my 
example and invite him to dinner. I could not make 
him take my twenty-franc piece if it were not given as 
a portrait of the Emperor. The injustice he has met 
with has w-ounded him deeply, but he grieves more over 
the loss of his cross than over that of his pension. 
When General Eble presented the surviving pontoniers 
to the Emperor after the bridge was built, hlapoleon 
-msed our poor Gondrin, who might now be dead but 
foi the glory of that embrace. He lives in the remem- 

Nmldn/ Napoleon’s return. 

Nothing could convince him that the Emperor is dead ■ 

le IS persuaded that his captivity is due to Englishmen’ 
and 1 believe that on the slightest pretext he would kill 
even the best of those rich aldermen who are now 
tiaiellmg for their pleasure through France.” 

Come, let us get on ! ” cried Genestas, rousing him- 
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self from the deep attention with which he had been 
listening to the doctor, ‘‘ I wish to see that manf^ 

And the two riders pot their horses to a quick trot. 

The second soldier of whom I spoke to you, said 
Benassis, is still another of those men of iron who 
make up oiir armies. He has lived, as all French , sol- 
diers do, amid shot and wounds and victories. He has 
suffered mnch and worn no epaulets but the woollen 
ones. His nature is jovial; he loves Napoleon to fan- 
aticism, and the Emperor gave him the cross on the 
field of Valontina. A true Dauphinois, he has always 
taken care to keep in line ; and thus he has his retiring- 
pension and also that of the Legion. He is an infan tiy- 
soldier, named Goguelat, and entered the guard in 1812. 
After a fashion, lie’s a sort of housekeeper to Gondrin. 
They both live with the widow of a pedler, to whom 
the}" pay over their money. The good creature lodges, 
feeds, clothes, and cares for them as if they were her 
children. Goguelat is the postman of the district. In 
that capacity he is also the gossip of the neighborhood, 
and the habit of retailing news has made him the orator 
of the veiilSes^ or evening gatherings, the taiker-in-chief ; 
in fact, Gondrin looks upon him as a wit, and a knowing 
fellow. When Goguelat discourses of Napoleon, the 
other seems to guess at his words b}" the mere motion 
of his lips. If the}" ax"e going to-night to a veillee which 
is to take place in one of my barns, and if we can see 
them without being seen ourselves, you shall be a spec- 
tator of the scene. Here we are at the pool, but I 
■don’t see my friend^ 

The doctor and his companion looked about them 
carefully, and ^ but the pick-axe, the 
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shovel, the wheelbarrow, and the militarj jacket of 
the pontonier, Iving beside a mound of black mud ; no 
vestige of the man could be seen along the various 
stony beds made bj- the streams of "water, which 
formed irregular hollows, nearly all of tliem shaded 
hy little shrubs. 

“He can’t be far off. Olie ! Gondrin ! ” cried Benassis. 

^ At this moment Genestas observed the smoke of a 
pipe issuing from the tangled branelies of a thicket, 
and pointed it out to the doctor, who repeated his call. 
Presently the old pontonier thrust out his head, recog- 
nized the mayor, and came down a little pathwa}-. 

Weil, mj old man I” cried Benassis, making a sort 
of ear-trumpet with the palm of his hand. ‘‘ Here is a 
comrade, an Egyptian, who wants to see j’oii.” 

Gondrin raised his head quickly and gave Genestas 
the deep scrutinizing glance which old soldiers learn to 
pve at each other through the habit of prompt decision 
in moments of danger. Seeing the red ribbon in the 
captain’s buttonhole, he silently carried the back of his 
hand to his forehead. 

“ If the Little Corporal were still alive,” cried the 
officer, “you would have your cross, and a fine pen- 
sion ; for you saved the lives of those who wore the 
epaulets, and who got across that river on the first of 
October, 1812. But, my friend,” added the captain, 
e,ettmg off his horse, and taking the man’s hand in his 
own with a sudden impulse of the heart, “ I am not the 
minister of war.” 

Hearing these words, the old soldier straightened him- 
self on his legs, after knocking the ashes oirt of his pine 
and laying it away ; then he replied, bowing his head : L 
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oiil3^ did my duty, iB3^ officer ; but others have 
not done theirs me. The3^ demand my papers ! 
^M3^ papers?^ I said to them, why, they are the 
29 th Bulietin.’” • 

^ ^ You must tiy again, comrade. By the help of a little 
influence 3"oii can’t fail in these days to obtain justice.” 

Justice ! ” cried the old man in a tone which made 
the doctor and the captain quiver. 

There was a moment’s silence, during wliich the 
riders looked at this shattered relic of the iron sol- 
diery picked by Napoleon from three generations of 
martial men. Gondrin was certainly a fine specimen 
of that indestructible mass which might bend, but wnis 
never broken. The old man was scarcel3^ five feet in 
height ; his shoulders and chest were enormously de- 
veloped ; his tanned face, seamed with wrinkles, hollow 
and j’-et muscular, still retained some traces of a war- 
like career. Everything about him was rough -hewn. 
His brow was like a square of stone ; the scant3'^ gray 
hair grew feebly, as though life were alread3’ lacking to 
the weaiy head ; but his arms, covered with hair like his 
breast, which was partlj" seen through the opening of 
the coarse shirt, showed extraordinai;y vigor, and he 
stood as firmh' on his bent and twisted legs as if 
the3^ were an immovable pedestal. 

“•Justice!” he repeated, “there’s none for such as 
we 1 Who is there to stand up for us, and get us our 
dues? The bread-basket has got to be filled,” he said, 
tapping his stomach, “ it won’t give us time to wait. 
And so, as the promises of men who spend their lives 
in warm; corners of the government-ofllces have if t 
the virtue of vegetables, I’ve come back here to get 
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my pay out of mother earth,” he said, striking the 
mud with his shorel. 

“OH comrade, this won’t do ! ” said Genestas. “I 
owe my life to you; and I should be most ungrateful 
if I did not do a hand s turn to help yon. I remember 
crossing the biidge at Beresina, and I know other old 
campaigners w'ho keep its memoiy green ; they will 
help me to get your services to the country rewarded 
as they should be.” 

“You’ll be called a Bonapartist ; don’t meddle with 
It, my officer. Besides, I’ve gone to the rear; I’ve 
made my hole here, like a spent ball. Only, I did n’t 
expect, after crossing the desert on camels and drink- 
ing my wine by a corner of the lire of Moscow, to die 
under the trees my father planted,” he said, going back 
to his work. 

“Poor old man,” said Genestas: “in his place, I 
should do the same. Alas ! the father of ns all is no 
more. Monsieur,” he added, tiirning to Benassis, “the 
resignation of the man is wliat saddens me most. He 
does not know how much he intei’csts me ; he will take 
me foi one of those gilded scoundrels who care nothin^* 
for the sorrows of a soldier.” 

The captain turned abruptly, seized the old man by 
the hand, and shouted in his ear : — 

“ By the cross I wear, which formerly meant honor, 

I swear to do all that is humanly possible to get you 
a pension ; even if I have to swallow ten rebuffs from 
the minister of war, and j)etition the king, the dauphin, 
and the whole concern.” 

Hearing these words, old Gondrin trembled, looked 
at Genestas, and said, — 
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You must have been a common soldier ? ’’ 

The captain nocldecL At the . sign, the old man 
wiped his hand, took that of Geiiestas, wrung it with 
an action fall of feeling, and said : — 

general, wdieii I w^ent into the water downi 
there, I meant to give my life for the arn\y; therefore 
I gained something, for, you see, I am still on my 
stumps. Come, do ymii want to know what is really ■ 
at the bottom of m3’ heart? Well, here it is I ever since 
the other was driven awa}’ I have had no interest in. 
aiiything. They 've put me hei*e,” he added gayb*, 
pointing to the ground ; I got twenty thoosand 
francs to get out of it, and I II take them in detail, — 
as the other used to sa}'.’’ 

Well, comrade,^’ said Genestas, much moved bj" 
the sublimity of this forgiveness, “you have here, at 
least, the one thing you cannot prevent me from giving 
you — ”. 

He struck his heart, looked earnestly at the old man. 
for a Jiioment, remounted Ms horse, and rode away’ 
beside Benassis. 

“Such administrative cruelties foment the quarrel* 
of the poor against the rich,” said the doctor. “ The 
men to whom power is momentarily confided never 
think seriously of the effect in the long run of an injus- 
tice done to a man of the people. A poor man, ohliged 
to earn his daily’ bi’ead, does not struggle long with 
.them, .that is true;: but he dalks, and finds an echo in 
other sufiering hearts..: Each iniquity is multiplied by’ 

. the number, of *those who feel that it strikes them. The 
leaven works. It -is ■.nothing at '..first, .but It'.lea'ds to 
dire evil ; such injustices keep up in the minds of tlio 
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people a covert hated against social soperiorit}". The 
bourgeois becomes, and remains, an 61101113' to the poor 
mail, who forthwith puts him outside the pale of law 
and deceives and robs him. To the poor, robbeiw is 
no longer a delinqnenc}' or a crime, but a vengeance. 
If, when a question of justice to the poor iiiaii arises, 
an adiniiiistrator maltreats him and cheats him of his 
acquired rights, how can we expect the uiihapp\' starv- 
ing creature to feel resignation at liis wrongs, or respect 
for propert}'. It makes me quiver to think that some 
3’oiing clerk whose business it is to dust the papers in 
a government office, eiijoj's the thousand francs pension 
that was promised to Goiidriii. And 3'et 3'0ii will find 
persons wdio have never realized the extremes of sufFer- 
ingv denouncing the excesses of popular vengeance I 
On the day when our government gives cause for more 
individual misery than prosperity its overthrow hangs 
by a thread ; in overthrowing it, the people square the 
account after their own fashion. Statesmen should 
picture to their minds the poor man sitting at the feet 
of Justice, — a divinity that was invented for him 
alone.” 

As the3" reached the confines of the village, Benassis 
saw two persons walking before them on the road, and 
he said to the captain, who had been riding pensively 
for some time ; — 

‘‘You have seen the resigned poverty of an arinv 
veteran, now you shall see that of an old husbandman. 
Here’s a man who all his life has dug and tilled and 
sowed and reaped for the interests of others.’^ 

Genestas observed an old man walking in eoiiipao}" 
with an old woman. The man seemed to sofier from 
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sciatica, and walked with difficulty, his feet in wretched 
wooden shoes. On his shoulder he carried a work- 
man’s satchel, in the pocket of which w'ere a number 
of tools, whose handles, blackened by sweat and by 
long usage, jostled together with a slight noise. The 
pocket on the other side of the satchel contained bread, 
a few raw onions, and some nuts. The man’s legs 
seemed distorted ; his back was bent double by habitual 
toil, which forced him to wmlk in a decrepit attitude, 
and to lean on a long stick to preserve his equilibrium. 
His hair, white as snow, hung down beneath a miser- 
able hat, rust}’- from the action of the weather, and re- 
sewn here and there with white thread. His garments 
of coarse cloth were patched in a hundred piace>s, show’- 
ing diversities of color. He was, in fact, a sort of 
human ruin, and none of the characteristics which 
make other ruins so touching were lacking here. His 
wife, more erect than himself, but likewise clothed in 
rags, wore a coarse cap, and carried on her back, sus- 
pended by a strap passed through its handles, an 
earthenware jug, wffiich was round in outline and flat- 
tened on the sides. 

The pair raised their heads as they heard the horses* 
feet, recognized Benassis, and stopped short. These 
two old persons, one decrepit through toil, the other, 
his faithful companion, equally a wu-eck, both of them 
with faces whose features were effaced by wrinkles, 
wdth skins blackened by the sun and hardened by 
the inclemencies of the . weather, were grievous to be- 
hold. If the story- of their- lives had -not been written 
on their countenances, their attitudes would have re- 
vealed it. Both had toiled ceaselessly, and ceaselessly 
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liad tbej suffered together, with many griefs to share, 
and few joys. They seemed to have grown used to 
their hapless fate, just as prisoners grow aecnstomed 
to their prison ; in them, all was simple-mindedness. 
Their faces were not devoid of a certain cheerful frank- 
ness. If closely examined, their monotonous life — the 
lot of the poor — seemed almost enviable. They bore 
the marks of suffering, but not of grief. 

“ ell, my brave old Moreau ; so you persist in still 
working ?” exclaimed the doctor. 

“1 es. Monsieur Benassis ; I ’ll clear one or two more 
heaths for you before I give up the ghost,” answered 
the old man inenily, his little black ej'es twinkling. 

"Is it wine your wife is carrying? If you won’t 
take any rest, at least you must drink wine.” 

‘‘Best! wht’, that tires me. When I’m at work in 
the sun, cle.aring the land, the sun and the air put new 
life into me. As to wine, yes, monsieur, tiiat’s wine; 
and 1 know very well it is t-ou who have helped us to 
buy it for next to nothing from the mayor of Courteil. 
Ah ! you may be as sly as you please, but j'oiir works 
are known all the same. 

“Well, good-by, mother; I suppose you are going 
to the play at Champforlu to-day?” , 

“Yes, monsieur, it began last night.” 

“Keep up your courage,” said Benassis; “yon 
ought to feel happy sometimes, when 3-011 look at the 
mountain, which has been almost wholly cleared by vour 
two selves.” 

“Yes, monsieur,” said the old woman, “it’s our 
work ; we ’ve earned the right to eat our bread.” 
“See,” said Benassis to Genestas, “labor and the 
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soil to cultivate, ■ — that’s the capital of the poor. The 
mail would ' think himself degraded if -he begged 
or ' to an almshouse ; he means to die with a 
spade in liis hand, in the open fields, in the siniliglit! 
Faith, he has a noble courage ! B}* dint of w-orking, 

labor ■ has become bis breath of life ; but lie Is not 
afraid of death ; he is deeply philosophical without sus- 
pecting it. It w^as the sight of old Moreau that gave 
me the idea of founding an asylum in this district for 
laborers and working-men, indeed for all eoimtiy-peo- 
ple who, having worked throughout their livesy have 
reached an honorable but penniless old age. Monsieur, 
I did not reckon on the fortune I have made herci, 
which is personally valueless to me. A man who has 
fallen from the summits of hope needs but little here 
below^ The life of idlers is the only life that is costly ; 
perhaps it may even be called a social theft to con- 
sume without producing. Kapoleon, when told of the 
discussions that arose, after his fall, on the suliject of 
his pension, declared that he only needed a horse and 
three francs a day. When I came here, I renounced 
money. Since then, I have come to recognize that 
money represents faculties, and is necessary to the pui*- 
pose of doing good. I have, therefore, in my will, 
given this house to found a home where unfortunate old 
men without a refuge, and less proud than Moreau, may 
spend their last day si Also, a portion of the nine 
thousand francs a year which my farms and the fiour- 
mill bring in will be employed to give, in severe win- 
ters, a certain amount -'of. relief ■ in their, own homes to. 
individuals .who are really necessitous. ■ .The. establish- 
ment will :, be under the ''control of the municipal coii'ocil® 
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to whom I ha\"e added the curate as president* In this 
the fortune which chance has helped me to make In 
this village will stay here. The roles of mj institution 
are all drawn up in mj will ; it would be wearisome if I 
repeated them toj'oii now, — enough to saj that I have 
foreseen eveijthing. I have even created a reserve- 
fund, which will some da}" enable the council to pav 
scholarships to young persons who may show a hopeful 
inclination for the arts or sciences. So, even after my 
death my work of civilization will still go om Don’t 
you know, Captain Bluteau, that when we once begin a 
task, there is something within us always goading us 
not to leave it incomplete? That instinct of ordei'and 
perfection is one ot the clearest signs we have of a future 
destiii}". Come, let ns ride fast ; I must finish inj' rounds, 
and there are still five or six patients to visit.” 

After trotting sometime in silence, Benassis said to 
his companion with a laugh : — 

‘ ' Faith, Captain Bluteau, you make me chatter like a 
jackdaw, and you tell me nothing of your own life, which 
must be a curious one. A soldier of your age has seen 
too much not to have many an adventure to relate.” 

" But,” answered Genestas, my life is an army life ; 
all military faces look alike. Never Iiaving been in com- 
mand, being always under orders to receive or give the 
sabie-cutSy I have done like all the rest. I went where 
Napoleon led us ; I was in line in all the battles where 
the Guard was engaged. Those events are well known. 
To look after our horses, suffer hunger and thirst at 
times, ^ fight when necessary, -- that ’s the whole life of 
a soldier. Is n’t it as simple as how-d ’ye-do ? There 
are private battles for each of us in the mere casting a 
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slioe, wliicli leaves iis in tlie lurch. In fact, I have seen 
so many coniitries that seeing has grown to be a matter- 
of-eourse ; and I ’ve seen so many dead men that I 
have come to count my own life as a mere nothing.” 

‘‘Nevertheless, you must have been personally in 
peril at certain times, and those particular clangers 
would be interesting if related by you.” 

“ Perhaps so,” answered the captain. 

“ Well, tell me the thing that most stirred 3ml. 
Don’t be afraid. I won’t think 3’ou wanting in modest}’' 
even if you tell me some trait of heroism. When a 
man is certain of the comprehension of those in whom 
he confides, may he not feel a certain pleasure in saying, 

‘ I did that ’ ? ” 

“I’ll tell yon a circumstance wdnch at times has 
caused me some remorse. During our fifteen 3’ears of 
fighting, it never once happened that I killed a man ex- 
cept in legitimate defence. We are formed in line, we 
charge ; if we don’t knock over those we meet they' 
w^on’t ask permission to bleed us ; therefore we must 
slay not to be slain, and the conscience is easy. But, 
m}" dear monsieur, I did once take the life of a 
comrade under peculiar circumstances. When I reflect 
upon it the thing troubles me; the convulsed face of 
the man comes back to me sometimes. You shall judge. 
It was during the retreat from Moscow. We looked 
more like a herd of overdriven cattle than the grand 
armj^ of France, Farewell to discipline and banners I 
every man was Ms own master; and the Emperor, m 
you might saj^, knew the point at which his power 
stopped. When we arrived at Stiidzianka, a little vii» 
iage above' the Beresioa, we found barns, hovels to 
■ S 
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pull clown for firewood, potatoes in the ground, and a 
few beet-roots. For some time past we had iiiet with 
neither houses nor yictuals ; so the army junketed. 
First come, as 3*011 may suppose, were first served, and 
they ate up everything. I was among the last. Hap- 
pily for me, I was hungry for nothing but sleep. I saw 
a bam, entered it, found a score of generals and supe- 
rior officers, all men of great merit ; 1 say it without flat- 
teiy, — Junot, Narbonne, the Emperor's aide-de-camp, 
in short, the bigwigs of the arm}'. There were also a 
few private soldiers who would n’t* have given up their 
straw litter to a marshal of France. Some were asleep 
standing, leaning against the wall for want of room ; 
others laj' stretched on the floor, and all were so huddled 
together to keep warm that I looked in vain for a cor- 
ner to stow myself. There w^as I, stepping, I migiit 
say, over a floor of men; some groaned, olhers said 
nothing, but no one made room Ibr me; they wouldn’t 
have moved to avoid a cannon-ball, and thew eertainl\' 
were not obliged to follow the rules of a decent and 
puerile civilit}'. I saw, at last, at the fiirther end of the 
barn, a sort of interior roof, on which no one had had 
the wit, or perhaps the strength, to clamber. I got up 
there and settled myself; lying at full iength, I could 
look down upon the men below me, stretched out like 
calves. That melancliol}' sight almost made me laugh. 
Some were gnawing frozen carrots and expressing a sort 
of animal pleasure; the generals, wrapped in shabby 
shawls, ivere snoring like thunder, A burning pine- 
knot lighted up the barn ; if it had set fire to the place 
no one would have risen* to put it out. I lay on my 
back, and before going to sleep, I naturaliy cast m3* eyes 
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above me; there I beheld the main beam, which sup- 
ported the joists on which the roof rested, swajing Gen- 
tly from east to west — that cursed beam was actmillv 
dancing ! ‘Messieurs,’ I said, ‘ there’s a comrade out“- 
Side who wants to warm himself at our expense ’ The 
beam was on the point of falling. ‘Messieurs! Mes- 
sieurs ! we shall be killed ; look at the beam !’ cried I 
loud enough to rouse my bedfellows. Monsieur, they 
did look at the beam; but those who had been asleep 
turned over and slept again, and those who were eatinc 
never so much as answered me. Seeing this, I was 
forced to leave my nook at the risk of another maii’.s 
taking it, for I felt bound to save such a nest of heroes. 
I ran out, turned the angle of the barn, and spied a tall 
devil of a Wurtemberger, who was dragging at the beam 
with a certain enthusiasm. ‘ Let go .' let go ! ’ I cried, to 
make him understand he must stop that work. ‘ Get out 
of my sight, or I ’ll strike .you dead,’ ho said in German. 

‘ Get out of m.y sight, indeed ! ’ I answered ; ‘ that ’s not 
the point ; ’ and I took his owm gun, which he had laid 
on the gronncl, and shot him through the body ; then I 
turned in and went to sleep. That ’s the whole of it.” 

“ It was a case of legitimate defence, directed against 
one man for the safety of many ; yon can’t reproach 
yourself with that,” said Benassis. 

“The others,” resujned Genestas, “thought it was 
some notion of mine ; but notion or not, many of those 
men are sleeping to-day in opulent mansions' without a 
feeling of gratitude in their hearts.” 

“ Do 3*ou do good merelj^ for the sake of that exorbi- 
tant interest called gratitude?” 'said Benassis, laugh- 
ing. “That’s usury.” 
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I know very well,” said Genestas, tliat the merit 
of a good deed evaporates with the first profit w^e derive 
from it. Even to relate it is to clraw^ a dividend of 
self-love, wliich is worth as much to us as gratitude. 
Still, if a modest man keeps silence, the obliged paity 
will never speak of the obligation. According to your 
theory, the people need good examples ; and if every- 
body keeps silence, where will yon find them? Another 
thing! if our poor pontonier, who saved the French 
army at Beresina, and has never had a chance to tell 
his deed to his own advantage, had lost the use of his 
hands, would his sense of duty fulfilled give Mm Ms 
daily bread? Answ-er me that, philosopher,” 

“ Perhaps there’s no hard and fast law mmoralit}^” 
said Benassis ; “but such an idea is dangerons ; it 
allows selfishness to interpret cases of conscience to its 
own advantage. Listen to me, captain ; is n’t the man 
who strictly obeys the principles of moralit}’ greater 
than he wdio lays them aside, though it be from neces- 
sity? Our pontonier, utteiij^ helpless and djdng from 
hunger, is sublime with the sublimity of Homer, is he 
not? Human life is doubtless the trial-seene of virtue 
as it is of genius, — both demanded ly a better world. 
Yirtiie and genius seem to me the noblest forms of the 
complete and unfailing self-devotion which Jesus Ghrist 
came into the w^oiid to teach to man. Genius continues 
poor, wdiile it lights that world ; virtue keeps silence, 
as she sacrifices herself for the good of others.” 

“Agreed, monsieur,” said Genestas ; but the earth 
is inhabited by men and not by angels ; we are none of 
us perfect. 

“ You are right,” replied Benassis. “ For myself, I 
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have grossly abiised the ■ facite of mong-dolBg. But 
■ ought we „ not to strain , after perfectioii ? , Is not ■virtue 
: , a noble ideal which the soul should coiiteinplate iiiiceas- 
iogiy as Its celestial model?”.' 

„ * ^Allien,” said the soldier. ' “I grant your position. 
A virtuous man is a noble sight; but admit' aiso that 
virtue is a divinity who ma^'^ in all honor, allow herself, 
a little liiiman conversation.” ■ . 

^ ^ Ah, monsieur,” said the doctor, smiling with a sort 
of bitter melancholy, yours is the indulgence of one 
who, is at. peace, with himself. I am stern,, as one wiiO: 
sees' .the, stains „ upO'ii . his -life 'which must , be , ,washed„ 
away.” ,■ 

The. . riders, had ; now reached a cottage standing ,near 
the brink, of, the ..torrent. , The ■ 'doctor entered it ; Ge- 
nestas remained, at. , the": threshold- of ,the door,' looking 
,first at the sparkling landscape, before him and then to 
the interior of the cottage, where a man was lying in 
bed. Alter, examining the: patient, Benassis suddenly 
exclaimed:: — 

I need At come here any more, my good woman, 
if you don’t do what I order.. You have given bread 
to your husband — do you: want to kill him? lYliat 
the mischief I if you let him swallow anything but his 
dog-grass infusion I won’t set '.'m}'' foot in here, again,, 
and you may go and get a physician where you please.” 

“ But, m}" dear Monsieur" Benassis, tny poor old man 
cried with hunger ; when .a man has n’t had anything in 
his stomach for fifteen days..'; — 

Now, then, do you mean'.to "listen to me ? If you let 
your man eat a single mouthfqlof bread until I allow him 
nourishment, you ’ll kill Mm— do you hear me?” 
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‘^111 deny him everything, my dear good iriGnsieiir. 
Is he any better?” she asked, following the doctor to 
the door. 

.‘•‘No ; youVe noiade him worse by giving him things 
to eat. Caift I induce you, thoughtless creature that 
3’ou are, not to feed people who must live on a diet? 
Peasants are incorrigible/’ he added, turning to Genes- 
tas ; if a patient has n’t eaten anything for some days, 
they think he ’ll die, and they stuff him with soup and 
wine. Here ’s a foolish w^oman who has nearly killed 
her husband.” 

Killed my husband ! what, with a poor little sop of 
bread and wine ? ” 

‘‘ Exactl3% my good w^omaii ; I am astonished to find 
him alive after the little sop 3’ou gave him. Don’t Ibr- 
get, now, to do precisely as I tell 3’oii.” 

‘‘Oil! m}" dear Monsieur Beiiassis, I’d rather die 
myself than fail this time.” 

“ Well, we shall see. To-morrow^ afternoon I ’ll come 
again and bleed him.” 

“ Let us follow the stream on foot,” said Benassis to 
Genestas ; “ from here to the house where I am going 
there is no bridle-path. The little boy of these people 
will hold our horses. Admire our lovely \'aliey,” lie 
said presently ; “is n’t it like an English garden ? We 
are going to the house of a workman who is iiK^onsola- 
ble for the loss of a child. His eldest sou, wlicn still 
a lad, wished to do a man’s work ; during the last har- 
vest the poor boy exceeded his strength, and lie died 
of debility at the end of the autumn. It is the first 
time I have met with the paternal sentiment so fully 
developed. The peasants usually regret their dead 
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as tile loss of some useful tiling wliicli added to tlieir 
means of support ; and grief is apportioned to the 
age. The child when adult becomes a revenue to 
the father. But this poor man loved Ms son. ‘ Noth- 
ing can console me for this loss,’ he said to me one day 
when I found him in a held, standing stock still, lean- 
ing on his scythe, forgetful of his work, and holding in 
his hand the whetstone which he had taken out to use, 
but wms not using. He has never again spoken of his 
grief ; but he has grown taciturn and ailing. To-day 
one of his little girls is ill.” 

As they talked^ Benassis and his guest reached a 
little house standing on a paved road that led to a tan- 
niill. There, under some willows, they saw a man about 
forty years of age, who was standing still, eating a 
piece of bread, rubbed over with garlic. 

‘‘ Well, Gasnier, is the little girl better?” 

don’t know, monsieur,” he answ^ered, with a 
gloomy air; “ you’ll see for yourself; my wife is with 
her. I fear death has set foot within niy bouse to carry 
them all awa}^ from me, in spite of j’Oiir care.” 

“Death does not take up its abode in any house, 
Gasnier ; it has not the time. Don’t lose courage.” 

Benassis went into the house, followed by the father. 
Half an hour later he came out, accompanied by the 
mother, to whom he said: — 

“ Don’t be the least uneasy ; do exactly what I have 
told you to do ; she is saved.” 

“ If all this bores you,’’ said the doctor to Genestas, as 
they mounted their horses, “ I will put you into the road 
to the village, and you can easily find your way home.” 
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‘‘ 'No ; on my word of honor, it does not bore me.” 

‘‘But you will eveiywhere see cottages that are all 
alike. Nothing is apparently more nioiiotonoiis than 
the country.” 

“ Let us go on,” said the soldier. 

For several hours the}^ rode about the coiintiy, traV' 
ersing the whole breadth of the district, and returning 
in the afternoon to the part nearest the village. 

“Now I must go down there,” said the doctor to 
Genestas, pointing to a spot surrounded b,y elms. 
“ Those trees are possibly two hundred years old,” he 
added. “The woman for ivhom a lad came to fetch 
me last evening, saying she had turned white, lives 
there.” 

“ Was it anything dangerous?” 

“No,” said Benassis, “merely the result of preg- 
nancy'. She is in her last month, and women are 
sultject to spasms at that time. But, as a matter of 
precaution, I must see that nothing alarming super- 
venes ; I shall deliver her myself. Besides, if we go 
there, I can show you one of our new industries, a 
brick-field. The road is good ; will .you gallop?” 

‘'Can your horse keep up with mine?” said Genes- 
tas, as he called to his beast, “ On, Neptune I ” 

111 the twinkling of an eye the cai)tain was a hundred 
feet in advance, disappearing in a cloud of dost ; but in 
spite of his horse’s speed he heard the doctor at Ms 
side. Benassis said a word to his animal, and shot 
bey^ond the captain, w^ho rejoined him only* at the brick- 
field, where he found the doctor quietly fastening his 
horse to the staple of a log-fence. 

. “The devil take you!” cried Genestas, looking at 
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the doctor’s horse, which neither sweated nor panted, 
^ ‘ what kind of animal is that ? ” 

Ah replied Benassis, laughing, ‘‘ jon took Iiiiri 
for a screw. The history of the noble beast is too long 
to tell 3’0ii now : suffice it to say, Eoiistaii is a true 
barb from the Atlas, and a barb is the equal of an 
Arab. Mine goes up the mountain-side at full gallop 
without turning a hair, and trots with a sure foot along 
the precipices. He was a gift w^ell-earned, nioreover. 
A father gaTe him to me in return for the life of his 
daughter, one of the richest heiresses in Europe, whom 
I found dying on the road to Savoie. If I were to tell 
^^ou how I cured that young woman, you would set me 
down for a quack. Hey! I hear the bells of horses 
and the roll of a cart along the road ; let’s see if it is 
Vigneau himself: if it is, look well at the man.” 

Presentl}’ the captain saw four enormous horses har- 
nessed like those owned b}^ the wmll- to-do farmers of 
Brie. The woollen ear-knots, the bells, the leathern 
straps, all had a comfortable sort of spriiceness. In 
the huge waggon, painted blue, stood a stout, chubby- 
cheeked lad, browned b}" the sun, who wffiistled as he 
held his whip like a soldier presenting arms. 

“No; it is oiity the waggoner,” said Benassis. 
“Blit just admire how the industrial well-being of the 
master is reflected everj'wffiere, even in the equipment 
of his cart and cartman. Is n’t that an indication of a 
commercial intelligence somewhat rare in the depths of 
a country district?” 

“ l^es, indeed ; it all looks well set-up,” replied the 
soldier. 

“Aust SO I' Vigneau owns two such teams ; ' besides 
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wMcli he has a little cob on which he goes about 
attending to his afiairs ; for his business has now 
spread pretty far. Four years ago the man owned 
notliing, — I’m, mistaken, he owned debts. But let us 
go in.” 

“My lad,” said Benassis to the cartman, “Madame 
Yignean is of course at home?” 

“Monsieur, she is in the garden. I saw her just 
now, over the hedge. I’ll tell her I’ou are here.” 

The captain followed Benassis, who led him across a 
wide piece of ground shut in b}’ hedges. In a eorner 
of the enclosure was a mound of wiiite earth, and the 
potter’s clay necessary to the fabrication of bricks and 
tiles. On another side were piles of fagots and cut w’ood 
to suppl}’- the furnaces ; farther on, in an open space 
fenced with hurdles, several wwkrnen were crushing 
white stones, or manipulating the clay for bricks. Fa- 
cing the entrance, and under the great elms, the manu- 
facture of tiles, both round and square, wms carried on 
in a large hall, as it were, of shade and verdure, dosed 
in by the roof of the drying-house ; near wiiich w^as seen 
the kiln with its deep jaws, its long shovels, its black 
and sunken pathway. Parallel with these buildings 
stood another, of somewhat squalid appearance, w'hieh 
served as a dwelling-house for the family’, and witii 
which the coach-house, stables, cattle-sheds, and barns 
were connected. Pigs and poultrj" roamed about the 
wide enclosure ; but the cleanliness of the different 
establishments, and the repair in which all were kept, 
testified to the vigilance of a master. 

“ The predecessor of Yigneau,” said Benassis, “ was 
a miserable fellow, an idler who cared for nothing but 
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drink. Formerly a Joiirne3mian, he knew how to heat 
the furnace and shape his bricks, but that was all ; he 
had neither activity’ nor commercial intelligence. If no 
one came to bu}’ his merchandise, he let it stay -where it 
was till it deteriorated and became a total loss. He w^as 
always at starvation point. His wife, wdiom he rendered 
half- idiotic by ill-usage, grovelled in wu’etchediiess. The 
laziness, the miserable stupiditj" of the man made me so 
unhappy, and the sight of the brickyard wms so disa- 
greeable to me, that I avoided passing this way. Fort- 
unately the man had an attack of paralysis, and I sent 
him to the hospital at Grenoble. The owner of the 
property, seeing the condition it was in, consented to 
take back the lease wdthout discussion, and I looked 
about for new tenants willing to share in the improve- 
ments I wished to introduce tlironghout all the village 
industries. The husl-iand of a lady's maid of Madame 
Gravier, a pooi* journeyman, earning very poor wages 
from the potter for whom he worked, and -who could 
scarcely support his famil}’, listened to mj advice. He 
had the courage to hire the brick-field wdthoiit having a 
penny in hand. He came here, taught his wife and the 
old mother of his -wife, and his own mother, how’ to shape 
the bricks, and made them his -workmen. Upon my w^’orcl 
of honor, I don’t see how they ever managed. Proba- 
bly Vlgneau borrowed wood to heat Ms fimiace; he 
must have gone at night and fetched his cla}^ by the 
hodfiil, and w^orked it by day; in fact, he secretly dis- 
played a really boundless energ}’; and the two old. 
mothers, clothed in rags, worked like negro-slaves, 
Yigneaii managed to hake several batches, and passed 
his first year eating bread which was dearly . bought by 
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the sweat of all their brows; but lie held firm. His 
courage, Ms patience, his capabilities, made him an 
object of interest to mai^y persons, and he became 
known. Indefatigable in his business, he went in the 
morning to Grenoble and sold bis tiles and bricks, get- 
ting home towwds the middle of the daw, and going out 
again at night: he seemed to miiltipl}' himself at his 
work. 

‘‘ Towards the end of the first 3’ear, he hired two 
young lads to help him. Seeing that, I lent him some 
monej’. Well, monsieur, from jmar to 3’ear the condi- 
tion of the familj’ has improved. By tlie second 3^ear, 
the old women shaped no more bricks, and croshecl no 
more stones ; the3’ cultivated little gardens, made the 
soup, mended the clothes, spun in the evening and 
gathered wood in the daytime. Tlie young wmmaii, 
wdio knows how to read and write, keeps the accounts. 
Vigneau bought a little horse on whicli he went about 
the neighborhood and got custom ; then lie studied the 
art of brick-making, found means to manufacture the 
fine, white, square brick, and sold it below the ordinary 
price. When he set up his first cart his wife became 
almost elegant. Eveiything about his household w’-as 
in keeping with Ms circumstances; and he has always 
maintained order, economy, and cleanliness, — the gen- 
erative principles of his prosperity. After a time, he 
emplo3’'ed six workmen, and paid them wmll; next, a 
eartman, putting Ms stables on a good footing : iii short, 
little by little, b3" taxing his ingeniiit3’, improving his 
work, and extending his business, be has arrived at ease 
and a competence. Last year he bought the brickyard ; 
next year he will rebuild Ms house. At the present time, 
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tlie wliole fainilj are healthy and well-clothed. The wife, 
foriiierl}^ pale and thin, sharing, as she did, the cares aiid 
anxieties of. the master, is once more plump and fresh 
and pretty. The two old mothers are very happy, and 
attend to the minor details of the housekeeping and 
the business. Labor has brought money ; and money, 
by giving peace of mind, has brought health, pieetv, 
and happiness. Really, this household is, tome, the liv- 
ing epitome of my district, and of all young coramerciai 
States. This brick3%ard, once so gloom}’, empty, dirty, 
and unproductive, is now in full operation, rnuch pat- 
ronized, animated, rich, and amply stocked. Large quan- 
tities of w’ood are on hand, and all the material needed 
fertile coming season ; 3’ou know, of course, that brick- 
making can be carried on only during a part of the year, — 
from J line to September. Is n’t it a pleasure to see such 
activity ? Vigneaii has had a hand in every building 
that has gone up in the village. Always wide-awake, 
always coming and going about his business, always 
active, he is called by his townsmen the ‘ knight of 
duty.’'”i 

Beiiassis had scarcely finished speaking, when a well- 
dressed jouBg woman, wearing a pretty cap, white 
stockings, a silk apron, and a pink dress, — an attire 
which recalled her former position of lady’s-maid, — 
opened the iron gate which led from the garden, and 
came forward as quickly as her condition would permit. 
The two friends went forwmrd to meet her. Bladame 
Vignean was a plump and rather pretty w^oma 11, with 
a sunbornt skin, whose natural complexion, liow’ever, 

i Le (levovant, devoirant: compagnon dii devoir — Diet. Hkt. tV Ar- 
got, L. Larciiey. An association of working-men. — Littr^. 
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iiiubt have been fair. Thong^h her forehead showed a 
few lines, the traces of her former poverty, her coun- 
tenance was happy and prepossessing. 

“Monsieur Benassis,” she said, in a pleading tone 
of voice, as she saw him pause, “won’t you do me the 
honor to rest awhile in my house ? ” 

“ illingly,” he said ; “go in, captain.” 

^“You gentlemen must have found it very warm, 
Mill jou take a little milk, or wine? Monsieur Be- 
nassis, do taste the wine my husband has had the kind- 
ness to got for my confinement. You can tell me if it 
is good.” 

“ You have a good man for a husband.” 

^ es, monsieur,” she said calmly, turning round • 

“ my lot is a rich one.” ' ’ 

“Y^e will not take anything, Madame Vigneau; I 

onl^’ came to see that nothing serious had lianiiened 
to you.” 1 i ■ 

“Nothing,” she said; “I was, as you see, at work 
in the garden, for the sake of doing something.” 

At this moment, the two mothers came In to see 
Benassis, and the waggoner stood still in the court- 
yard, in a position that enabled him to gaze at the 
doctor. 

“ Come, give me your hand,” said Benassis to Ma- 
dame Vigneau. 

He felt the young woman’s pulse with scrupulous 
attention, remaining silent and thoughtful. Meanwhile 
the^ three women examined the captain with the naive 
curiosity that country people feel no shame in exhibitino'. 

“ You can’t be better,” exclaimed the doctor gavly.*^ 
“Will she be confined soon ?” cried the two mothers. 
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TMs week, no rloiilit Vigneaii is out? he askecl^ 
after a pause. 

Yes, monsieur,” replied ^the 3'oimg wife ; ; ^ ^ lie, 
wants to attend to all his affairs so that -he can sta3- at 
home when I am ill, the dear man.” 

“Well, ii\y children, 3^00 11 prosper. Keep ■ on- 'mak- 
ing a fortune, and making a family.” 

■ Genestas was foil of admiration, for the neatness tliat 
reigned inside the house, .though it was almost in ruins 
without. Seeing his surprise, Benassis said to him : — 

“ There is no '.one like Madame Vigneaii for niaking 
a good home about her. I wish several people in the 
village would come here aiiid take a lesson.” 

The w^ife turned lier head awa^y, blushing ; but the 
two mothers let their foces beam with the pleasure they 
felt at the doctor’s praises. All three accompanied 
Mm to the place wdiere the horses were standing. 

“Well,” said Benassis, addressing the two old 'wo- 
men, ^^3"ou are very happy, are not you? Don’t 3^011 
long to be grandmotbers ? ” 

All! don’t speak of it,” said the 3’oung woman; 
“ they provoke me so 1 My two mothers want a boy, 
my husband wishes for a little girl. I think it will be 
ver}^ difficult to please them all.” 

■ “ But 3^011 — what do. 3’ou' want?” asked 'Benassis, 
laugiiing. 

“ Ah, monsieur, I want a child.” 

“ See, she is alread3" a mother,” said the doctor to 
the soldier, as he took his horse by the bridle. 

Adieu, Monsieur Benas'sis,” said. the young woman, 
“ m}’ 'husband' will be very sorry he was away wheii.Jae 
hears that you ha.ve been, here.” .:■■ ■ 
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“He won’t foi^et to send my thousand tiles to the 
Granges-aux-Belles ? ” 

“lou know he would put aside every other order 
for yours. ^ His greatest regret is that he has to let 
jou pay him ; but I tell him that your money brino’s 
happiness, — and so it does.” 

“Good-bj',” said Benassis. 

The three women, the waggoner, and two workmen 
who came out of the brickyard, remained in a group 
near the log-fence, so as to enjoy his presence to the 
last moment ; as we all are apt to do with our cherished 
friends. The Inspirations of the heart are alike every- 
where ; the same sweet customs of friendship are found 
in every land. 

Looking at the position of the sun, Benassis said to 
his companion : “ We have still two hours of daylight, 
and if you are not very hungry we will go and' see a 
charming young creature, to whom I usually give the 
time that is left between the last visit I have to pa v and 
my dinner hour. They call her, in the .listrict, my 
‘good friend ; ’ but j-on are not to think that this title 
— used in these parts to mean a future wife — covers 
01 implies the slightest scandal. Although mv care of 
this poor girl has made her the object of a quite con- 
ceivable jealousy, yet the opinion held by all as to my 
character prevents any evil suppositions. If none can 
understand the whim to which I seem to have yielded 
in giving the Fossense a small income, so that she mav 
live without being obliged to work, they nevertheless” 
one and all, believe in her virtue ; and every one knows 
diat If my affection for her passed the limits of friendly 
interest, I should not hesitate to marry her. But,” 
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added the doctor, forcing a smile, “ neither in this dis- 
trict nor elsewhere, does there exist a wife for me. A 
very warm-hearted man feels an unconquerable need to 
attach himself to one thing, or to one being, ainoiig the 
many things and beings that surround him, — above all 
when, to him, life is a desert. For that reason, mon- 
sieur, we should always judge favorably of a man who 
loves his horse or his dog. Among the suffering flock 
which fate has confided to my care, this poor sick girl 
is to me what the sun is to mj" own land, my native 
Languedoc ; or the pet lamb the shepherd maidens deck 
with Ihded ribbons, to whom they talk as they let them 
browse along the wheat-fields, and whose lagging step 
even the sheep-dog never hastens.” 

While saying these words, Benassis remained stancl- 
iog, his hand on his horse's mane, about to mount and 
yet not mounting, as if the feelings that moved liioi 
were incompatible with ao}’^ violent action. 

“ Come,” he said, ‘‘‘come and see her. To take joii 
there proves, does it not? that I treat tier like a sister.” 

When they had both mounted, Genestas said to the 
doctor: “ Am I indiscreet in asking you for some in- 
formation about your Fosseuse ? Among the many 
lives you have made known to me, hers cannot be the 
least interesting,” 

“ Monsieur,” said Benassis, stopping his horse, “ per- 
haps you cannot share the interest with which the Fos- 
seuse inspires me. Her destiny resembles mine ; we 
iiave both missed our vocation ; the feelings I have for 
her, the emotions I pass through when I see her, are 
eauscd b}’ the similarity of our fate. When yoiientered 
the career of arms you either followed your inclinations 
' 9 ' 
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or you came to like your profession ; otlierwise you 
would not have stayed until your present, age. under 
the galling 3'oke of militaiT disciplme ; you can there- 
fore comprehend neither the sulferiogg of a soul whose 
desires are ever reviving and Ibrever (lisa}>pointed, nor 
the ceaseless grief of a being forced to live outside 
the pale of his own sphere. Such sutlerings remain a 
secret between the human soul and God, wiio scads the 
affliction ; for they alone know the force of the einotions 
caused by the adverse circumstances of life. Yet you 
yourself, a ^Yitness hardened to the sight of misfoilunes 
produced by a long w'ar, have you never felt a sadness 
in your heart as you looked at a tree whose leaves wmi’e 
yellow in the spring-time, — a tree that languished and 
died because it stood on grouiul wdiere the conditions 
necessary to its development were lacking? When I 
^vas a lad of twenty, the passive melancholy of a stunted 
plant w^as grievous to me ; and now 1 liini my hcail 
from the sight. My youthful distress was a \mgiie pre- 
sentiment of the sorrows of my manl'ood ; a sort of 
sympatln^ between m}” present and the future? I instinct- 
ively perceived in that vegetable life, wilheruig untimely 
before the appointed end of things and mend' 

‘‘ 1 thought, when I saw how good you are, that 3^011 
had sufferedd’ 

“ You see, monsieur,*’ resumed the doctor, making 
no repl}’ to Genestas’s words, that to speak of the 
Fosseuseis to speak of myself. The Fosseuse is a plant 
exiled from its native soil, — a human plant, consumed 
by sad or searching thoughts w'hieh li\'e and multiply on 
one another. The poor girl is ahvays ailing. In her, 
the spirit kills the body. Could I look coldly upon the 
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feeble creature, a prey to the greatest' and the least- 
comprehended anguish that there is in this selfish world, 
when I, a man, inured to suffering, am tempted night 
after night to refuse to bear the burden of such sorrow 
aii}^ longer? Perhaps I should refuse, were it not for a 
thought which soothes ray anguish and fills 1113^ heart 
with sweet illusions. Even if all ivere not the children 
of one God, still, the Fosseuse would be my sister in 
suffering.” ■ 

Benassis pressed the flanks of his horse and rode 
rapidly forward, as if he feared to continue a conversa^ 
tioii thus begun. 

^‘Monsieur,” be resumed, when the horses were again 
trotting together, ‘‘ Nature has, so to speak, created this 
poor girl for suffering, just as she creates other 'women 
for pleasure. In observing such predestinations it Is 
impossible not to believe in another life. EverythlDg 
reacts upon the Fosseuse : if the weather is gray and 
sombre, she is sad and weeps with the skies, — that is 
her owra expression. She sings with the birds, grows 
calm and serene with the blue heavens ; she is even 
beautiful on a lovely day. A delicate perfume is to her 
an almost inexhaustible pleasure. I have seen her, the 
livelong day, enjoying the fragrance of mignonette after 
one of those rainy mornings which draw out the soul 
of flowers and give to the da}^ I know” not what of fresh- 
ness and brilliancy ; on such days she expands with na- 
ture and the blossoming plants. If the atmosphere is 
heavy and electrical, she is nervously excited and can- 
not be calmed ; she goes to bed, and complains of man}" 
difierent ills without knowing what is the matter with 
her. If I question her, she says her bones ax^e softcii- 
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... iiig., or tiiat, her jaesh- -is taming to water. Daring tlie 
period of such inanimation, she is conscious of life only 
through snfferiiig. Her heart is outside of her,— to give 
you another of her sayings. Sometimes I find the poor 
girl weeping at the scene our inoiintaiiis give at sunset, 
when iiiEiimerable magnificent clouds cluster about tlieir 
golden peaks. tWh}’ do you - weep, my child I say 
to her. ‘ I do not know,’ she answers ; ‘ I am like one 
bewildered by looking up there. I don’t know where I 
' am, I see so far.’ ■ , . ‘ What do you see ? ’ ^ Monsieur, I 

cannot tell it to 3 ''OU.’ There is no use in questioiiiiig 
her further, vou cannot get a word from her; she will 
give you glances full of thoughts, or she will remain, 
with moist eyes, mute and visibly collecting herself in 
meditation. Her absorption of mind is so great that it 
communicates itself to others; at least it acts upon me 
like a cloud overcharged with electricity. I pressed her 
one clay with questions. With all my will I desired to 
talk with her, and I said a few" sharp words ; yvell, she 
burst into tears. At other times she is gay, attractive, 
smiling, busy, intelligent, and sparkling; she converses 
wuth pleasure, and expresses nenv and original ideas. 
She is, liow"ever, incapable of settling to any regular 
w"ork ; if she goes to the fields, slie spends iioors in 
w"atcbing a fiower, in looking at tlie colors of the wmter, 
or studying the picturesque marvels found in the depths 
of still, clear pools, — the bright mosaic of pebbles, 
earth, and sand, of wmter-plants and mosses, and those 
browm sediments wdiose tones offer to the eye such curi- 
ous contrasts. When I first came to this place, the 
poor girl was wmsting with hunger; ashamed to eat the 
bread of others, she w"oald not ask for charity until eon- 
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strained to do so by the extremity of suffering. Some- 
times shame gave her energy, and for a few days she 
worked in the fields ; but her strength was soon ex^ 
haiisted, and illness obliged her to give up a labor she 
had scarcelj" begun. No sooner was she better, than 
she w^ent to a neighboring farm and asked for the care 
of the cattle ; but after fulfilling the dut}' for a while 
with intelligence, she suddenly left it and went away? 
without giving any reason. The regular daily labor 
was doubtless too heavy a yoke for one whose whole 
nature is independent and capricious. Then she took 
to searching for truffles and mushrooms, which she sold 
in Grenoble. In town, tempted b\^ gewgaws, she forgot 
her poverty as soon as she had a few coppers in her 
pocket, and bought ribbons and trumpery, without 
thinking of her bread on the morrow. Then, if some 
village girl coveted her brass cross, or the Jeannette 
heart with its velvet ribbon, she gave them readily, 
happy in bestowing pleasure ; for she lives b 3 ' her heart. 
Tims, by turns beloved, pitied, and despised, the poor 
girl suffered from everything ; from her idleness, from 
her beauty, from her coquetiy, — for she is dainty, co- 
qiiettish, and inquisitive ; in short, she is a woman, and 
yields to her tastes and impressions with the simplicitj" 
of a child. Tell her of some noble action, and she 
quivers and blushes, her bosom heaves, she weeps with 
py ; speak to her of thieves and miscreants, and she is 
pale with terror. Nowhere can you find a nature more 
true, a heart more frank, an honesty^ more delicate tban 
hers. Give her a hundred pieces of gold to take care 
of, and she will bury them in a eormer and continue to 
beg her bread.’’ 
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The* doctor’s Yoice changed as he said these words. 

wished to prove her, monsieur,” he resumed, 
and I repented it, < — a test is a form of espial, or at 
least a species of distrust.” 

Here the doctor stopped, as if making some secret 
reflection, and he did not, therefore, observe the confu- 
sion into which these words had thrown his companion : 
who to conceal his embarrassment stooped to disentan- 
gle the reins of his horse. Benassis soon w’-ent on, — 

“I should like to see my Fosseuse married; and 
would willingly give one of m}^ farms to any worthy 
fellow who would make her happy; and she could be 
made happy. Yes, the poor girl would love her children 
to madness, and all her superabundant feelings would 
pour themselves into the one sentiment wliicii to a 
woman includes them all, — motherhood. But no man 
has yet pleased her. She has, how^ever, a dangerous 
sensibility. She knows it, and admitted to me her ner- 
vous susceptibility when she saw that T perceived it 
She belongs to the small number of women in wdiom the 
slightest contact produces a perilous tremor; for that 
reason, wm ought to admire her discretion and her 
womanly pride. She is as wild as a nightingale. Ah ! 
what a rich nature, monsieur! she was born to be 
opulent and loved ; she would have been so gracious 
and constant ! At the age of twenty-twm she is perish- 
ing, — a victim to the toorresponsive fibres of an organ- 
ization which is over-strong or else too delicate. A 
love betrayed would drive her mad, my poor Fosseuse ! 
After studying her temperament, and recognizing the 
genuine nature of her protracted nervous seizures, and 
her electric aspirations; after finding her in positive 
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Iiarmon}^ ivitli the fluctuations of the atmosphere and 
with the changes of the moon (a fact I have carefully 
verified) , — I have taken, charge of her, monsieur, as of 
a being apart from others, whose unhealthy existence 
could be understood by none but me. She is, as I have 
said to 3’0ii, the lamb with ribbons. But you will now 
see her ; this is her little house.” 

By this time they had gone a third of the way up the 
mountain along a terraced road bordered with shrubs, 
wdiich thej climbed at a foot-pace. At an angle where 
the road turns back upon itself, Genestas saw the house. 
The little dwelling stands on one of the projecting 
clifis of the mountain. A pretty sloping lawn of about 
three acres, planted with trees, across which a brook 
wms flowing in cascades, wms surrounded by a low 
W'all, high enough to serve as enclosure but not so high 
as to shut out the view. The house, built of brick, with 
a flat roof which projected some feet, made a charming 
point ill the landscape. It was of tw’o stories, with the 
door and window-shutters painted green. Facing south, 
it was neither so wide nor so deep as to require any 
other openings than those on its front, whose rustic 
charm was simply that of excessive neatness. Folio w^- 
ing a German fashion, the projection of the eaves wms 
lined with planks painted white. A few acacias in 
flower and other sweet-smelling trees, wild roses, climb- 
ing shrubs, a large walnut-tree which the axe had 
spared, and two or three weeping- willows planted near 
the brook, grew about the house. BeliuKl it was a solid 
group of beeches and fir-trees, making a dark back- 
. ground, from wiiich the pretty building sharpl}^ detached 
itself. ^ At this time of clay the air was' fragrant with 
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the odors of the mountain and the garden. The skj, 
pure and tranquil, was cloudy near the horizon. In the 
distance, the peaks were beginning to catch the rosy 
tints which the setting sun so often gives to them. At 
this height, the whole valley can be seen from Grenoble 
to the circular rocky basin in whose depths lies the 
little lake which Genestas had crossed the evening be- 
fore. Above the house,, and at some distance from it, 
is a line of poplars showing the direction of the road 
leading from the valley to the highway of Grenoble. 
The village, now obliquely crossed bj" the raj’s of the 
declining sun, sparkled like a diamond, and reflected in 
every pane of glass a ruby light wdiich seemed to ripple 
over them. At the sight, Genestas stopped Ms horse, 
and pointed to the village manufactories, the new town, 
and the bouse of the Fosseuse. 

‘‘ Excepting always the victoiy of Wagram and Na* 
poleon’s re-entrance to the Tiiileries in he said, 

sighing, ‘‘ this gives me the highest emotions I have 
ever known. I owe this pleasure to you, monsieur; for 
you have taught me to know the beauties a man may 
find in the country.” 

said the doctor, smiling, it is better to build 
cities than to take them.” 

‘‘ Oh, monsieur! the taking of Moscow, and the sur- 
render of Mantua! Don’t you know wdiat that was? 
Is it not the glory of every one of us ? If it w'ere not for 
England, Frenchmen would have understood each other, 
and would not have fallen — our Emperor! I may 
declare to you now that I love him ; he is dead, and,” 
added the soldier, looking about him, — there are no 
spies here,-— w^hat a sovereign he was I He divined 
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the sools of men* He would have put in his coun- 
cil of state, for he was an administrator — and a great 
administrator, down to knowing how many cartridges 
were left in the box after a battle. Poor man I while 
you were telling me of j^our Fosseuse, I thought of him, 
lying dead at Saint Helena, — he I Hein I was that a 
climate and a dwelling fit for a man accustomed to live 
with his feet in the stirrups and his seat on a throne ? 
The}^ say he gardened there ! Damn it, he wms n’t bom 
to plant cabbages ! But now we have to serve the 
Bourbons, and serve them loyally, too ; for after all, 
as 3'^ou said yesterday, France is France.” 

Uttering the last words, Genestas dismounted and 
mechanically imitated Benassis, who fastened the bridle 
of his horse to a tree. 

“Is it possible she is absent?” said the doctor, not 
seeing the Fosseuse on the threshold of the door. 

They entered, and found no one on the ground-floor. 

“ She must have heard the steps of the horses,” said 
Benassis, smiling, “and she has run up to put on a 
ribbon, a belt, or some such frippery.” 

He left Genestas by himself, and went upstairs to 
And her. 

The captain looked about the room. The walls were 
covered with gray paper scattered over with roses ; the 
floor had a straw matting, laid like a carpet. The 
chairs and tables were of wood with the bark still on. 
Flower-stands, made of hoops wound with osier and 
'filled with plants and mosses, ornamented the room, 
whose windows were draped with curtains of white 
cambric fringed with red. On the, mantel-shelf was a 
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mirror, and a plain porcelain vase between two lamps ; 
before an armchair stood a footstool of fir-bark ; near 
it a table covered with linen already cut out, parts of 
shirts, a few gussets, and all the apparatus of a sewiiig- 
w’oman, — basket, scissors, thread , and needles. All 
was clean and fresh, like a shell lately tossed by the sea 
upon a beach. On the other side of the passage, at 
the end of which was the staircase, Genestas found the 
kitchen: the upper floor, like the ground-floor, must 
therefore have had but two rooms. 

Don’t be afraid/’ said Benassis to the Fosseuse; 
‘‘comedown.” 

As he heard these words, Genestas hastily retreated 
to the %alon, A young girl, slight and well-made, in a 
dress of pink cambric with tinj^ stripes, belted round the 
waist, now showed herself, blushing with modesty and 
shyness. Her face w’-as not remarkable, except for a 
certain flatness of the features, — making it resemble the 
Cossack and Russian faces which the disasters of 1814 
have, unhappily, made popularly known in France. 
The B'osseuse had, like those northern peoples, a nose 
turned upward and flattened at the end. Her mouth 
was wide, her chin small, her hands and arms red, tier 
feet large and strong, like those of a peasant. Tliougli 
eonstan% exposed to the harsh and drying winds and 
to the action of the sun and air, her complexion was 
pale, like that of a wilted plant. But this paleness 
made the face interesting at the first glance ; and she 
had so sweet an expression in her blue ej^es, such grace 
in her movements, and in her voice so much soul, that 
notwithstanding the discrepancy between her features 
and the qualities Benassis had attributed to her, the 
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captain recognized the ailmg and capricious creature 
the doctor had pictured, . a prej. to the siitferinigS: of a 
iiatiire balked of its development. 

After quickly mending the fire, made of peat and 
dried twigs, the Fosseuse sat down in the arm-chair, 
took the unfinished shirt and remained, half-bashful, 
under the eyes of the officer, not daring to look op, — 
calm apparentl}^ though the quick heaving of her 
bosom, the beauty of which Genestas noticed, disclosed 
her fear. 

“Weil, my poor child, how are you getting on with 
your work?” asked Benassis, picking up some pieces of 
the linen that was destined to become a shirt. 

The Fosseuse looked at the doctor with a timid, sup- 
plicating air. 

‘‘ Don’t scold me, monsieur,” she said ; “I’ve done 
nothing to-da}", though the shirts w^ere ordered by you 
for persons who are greatl\" in need of them. But the 
weather was so fine I went to walk. I’ve gathered 
you a quantity of mushrooms and some white truffies,. 
which I carried to Jacquotte. She w^as very glad to get 
them, for it seems you have people to dinner, I was 
so glad that I guessed right ; something told me to go 
and gather them.” And she began to sew. 

“ You have a Yerj pretty house, mademoiselle,” said 
Genestas. 

“It Is not mine, monsieur,” she answered, looking 
at the stranger with e3'es that seemed to blush, “it 
belongs to Monsieur Benassis.” And she softly turned 
her ej^es upon the doctor. 

“ You know very w^ell, my child,” he said, taking her 
hand, “ that no one will ever turn 3’ou out of it,” 
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The Fosseuse rose wth a hasty movement and left 
the room. 

“ Well? ” said the doctor to the soldier, “ what do 
you think of her?” 

“ I must say,” answered Genestas, “ that she strangely 
interests me. You have indeed made her a prettv 
nest.” , ^ 

“ Bah ! a fifteen or twenty sous paper — well chosen, 
I admit; that’s all. The furniture does not amount 
to much ; it was all made by my basket-maker, w'ho 
wished to show his gratitude. The Fosseuse herself 
made the curtains with a few j-ards of calico. The 
house and its simple fittings strike yon as prettv be- 
cause you see them on a mountain slope, in a lonely 
region where j’ou did not expect to find any fitness of 
things. The secret of this charm is in the sort of har- 
mony which reigns between the house and K^ature 
which has brought together the brooks and a few well- 
grouped trees, and has carpeted the little lawn witli 
her finest grasses, her fragrant strawberry-plants, and 
the pretty violets — Well, what was the matter?” he 
ladded, addressing the Fosseuse, who now returned. 

“ Nothing, nothing,” she answered; “I thought one 
■of my hens was missing.” 

She was not telling the truth, but the doctor alone 

noticed it. He whispered in her ear, 

“ You have been crying? ” 

“ Why do you say those things to me before other 
people?’’ she answered. 

“Mademoiselle,” said Genestas, “you make a great 
mistake by living here alone ; in such a pretty cao-e as 
this you ought to have a husband.” ° 
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That is 'true,’’ she said, “-but how cau it be helped? 
I am poor, and I am difficult to please. I don’t feel 
inclined to carry a man’s dinner to the fields ; nor to 
drag a hand-cart; nor to feel the poverty of those I 
might love, and be unable to remove it ; nor yet to hold 
children in my arms all da}’, and mend a man’s ragged 
clothing. Monsieur le cure tells me such tlioiiglits are 
not Christian. I know that; but what’s to be done? 
Some days I would rather eat dry bread than have to 
prepare my dinner, Would you have me burden a man 
with my defects ? He might wear himself out trying to 
satisfy my caprices ; and that wouldn’t be just. Bah! 
fate has flung me a hard lot, and I must carry it alone.” 

“ Besides, she was born a do-nothing, my poor Fos- 
setise,” said Benassis, “ and we must take her as she is. 
But what she tells you only means she has never loved 
an}’ one yet,” he added, laughing. 

Then he rose, and went out a moment on the lawn. 

“You must love Monsieur Benassis very much,” 
Genestas said to the young girl. 

“Oh, yes, monsieur! and there are many p^^ople in 
the district, like myself, who would gladly cut them- 
selves ill pieces for him. But he wiio cures others has 
something within himself that nothing can ciu’e. You 
are his friend ; perhaps you know what it is ? Who 
could have wounded a man like him ? ^^ — the true image 
of the good God upon earth ! I know many here who 
believe their wiieat groivs better if he has passed by the 
fields.” 

“And you, do you believe it?” 

“ I, monsieur, when I have seen him — ” ' She seemed 
to hesitate, then she added, “ I am .-happy for the- rest 
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of the day.” She bowed her head, and began to nlv 
Iier needle with singular deftness. ' 

Well, has the captain been telling joa tales of 

iSapoleon?” asked the doctor, re-entering. 

“ Has monsieur ever seen the Emperor?” cried the 
Eosseuse, gazing into the face of the officer with , ns 
sionate curiosity. ^ 

tinms^?”' “a thousand 

annW”' ^ ^ tiiow something about the 

“Perhaps to-moiTow we will come and take our 
loimng coffee with you, and then you shall hear ‘ some- 
thing about the army,’ my child,” said Benassis, takhn 
J the neck and kissing her brow. “She is mv 
aug itei, he added, turning to Genestas. “ If i hare 

voice, Oh, how good you are!” Thov left her l,nf 
she followed to see them mount. ' irhen Genestas was 
- «.e She Whispered Behsssis.s e“‘’”h: 

the 8tirrLf^“ ’“s foot in 

tiie stiriup, a husband for you, perhai.s.” 

watered them as they 
wde down the winding way. When they had passed 

stones and watching still to give them a last nod. 

about that'^iri ’’ r extraordinary 

anout that girl, said Genestas to the doctor, when thev 

weie at some distance from the house. ^ 
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“Yes, is tliere^not? I have told nwself a score of 
times that she would make a charming wife ; but I eaii« 
not love her otherwise than as we love a sister or a 
mother ; my heart is dead.” 

“Has she any relations? ” asked Geiiestas. Who 
were her father and mother ? ” 

“ Oh, it is quite a Mstoiy,” said Benassis. She has 
neither father nor mother nor relatives. Her very name 
has an interest for me. The Fosseuse was born in this 
village. Her father, a laborer of Saint-Laurent du Font, 
■was called the Fosseur, no doubt an abbreviation of /(>^- 
soyeur^ because the office of grave-digger had been 
from time immemorial in his family. There is all the 
gloom of a cemeteiy in that name. According to an 
old Roman custom, still used here as in other parts of 
France, which consists in giving to women the names 
of their husbanrls, with the feminine termination of the 
words, this girl is called the Fosseuse from Fosseur, 
her ffitlier’s name. The laborer married, for love, the 
lady’s maid of a certain countess, wffiose property is not 
maiy miles from this district. Here, as in most country 
regions, the passion of love counts for little in mar- 
riage. As a general thing the peasant wants a wife 
to bear him children, to make him good soup and bring 
it to the fields, to spin the cloth for Ms shirts, and mend 
his coats. For a long time, no such event as a manlage 
for love had happened in this valle3% where it often 
happens that a ^mnng man will leave his betrothed for 
some richer girl who has thi'ee or four more acres of 
land. The fate of the Fosseur and his wife was not 
sufficiently happ}^ to wean the coiintry-people from such 
selfish calculations,.. La . Fosseuse, . the mother, was a ' 
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handsome woman, who died in giving birth to her 
daughter. The husband took his loss so iiuicli to heart 
that he was dead within a year, leaving nothing what- 
ever to his child but her feeble and precarious life. 
The little girl was cliaritabh’ cared for by a neighbor, 
w^ho brought her up till she was nine years old ; by that 
time, her support became too heavy an expense for the 
worthy woman, and the child w^as sent to beg on the 
highroad at the season of the j-ear when travellers pass 
this way. It happened that the orphan begged at the 
chateau of the countess, and was kept there in ineiiioiy 
of her mother. She w^as trained to become in time the 
waiting-maid of the daughter of the house, who w’as 
married hve years later. Meantime, the poor child fell 
a victim to the caprices of rich people, wlio for the 
most part are neither gracious nor consistent in their 
generosity ; benevolent by fits and starts, now' patrons, 
then friends, often masters, they make tlic already false 
position of orphan children in whom they lake an in- 
terest, still more false ; they thoughtlessly toy with their 
hearts and lives and future careers, regarding them as 
of little account. The Fosseuse became at first almost 
the companion of the young heiress ; ^slle w'as taught 
to read and write, and her future mistress sometimes 
amused herself by giving the girl music lessons. By 
turns lady's-maid and companion, her masters made 
an incomplete being of her. She contracted a taste for 
luxury and fine clothes, and acquired manners that 
were out of keeping with her real position. Since then, 
misfortunes have harshly tutored her spirit, but they 
have never effaced its sense of belonging to a better 
destiny. At last, one da}’, one fatal day, the j’oiing 
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fioiiiitess, tlien married, discovered the gixd, who Ibj that 
time was only her waiting-maid, decked out hi one of 
her ball-dresses and dancing before a glass. The or- 
phan, just sixteen years old, was pitilessly sent awa}^ 
Her indolence drove her back into poverty ; she wan- 
dered about the roads, begging or working in the man- 
ner I told 3^ou. Often she thought of Jumping into the 
water, — soiiietimes of giving herself to the first-comer ; 
the greater part of the time she iaj" in the sun at the 
foot of a wall, thoughtful and gloom}', wdth her head 
ill the grass. Travellers used to fling her a few sous, 
just because she asked for nothing. For a whole year 
she was in the hospital at An nec}^ after a laborious 
harvest, at which she had w^orked beyond her strength 
in the hope of killing herself. You should hear her tell 
of her feelings and ideas during this period of her life ; 
her confidences are often veiy curious. She came back 
to this valley about the time I resolved to settle here. 
Wishing to nnclerstand the morale of all my people, 
1 studied her character, w'hich interested me ; then, 
after discovering her organic imperfections, 1 resolved 
to take care of the poor girl. Perhaps in time she will 
get accustomed to work at her needle ; but in any case, 
I have made a provision for her” 

“ She is very lonely up there,” said Geiiestas* 

>‘No,” replied Benassis; ‘‘one of 1113^ shepherd- 
women sleeps in her house. You did not notice m3" 
farm buildings which are above the house, for the}’ are 
hidden among the fir-trees. Gh, she is perfectl3tsafe. 
Besides, we have no lawless fellows in our valley ; if, 
by chance, one turns np, I send him to the arm}" ; they 
make excellent soldiers.” 
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“ Poor girl ! ” said Genestas. 

^‘ The country-people don't pity her/' replied the 
doctor. ‘ ‘ On the contrary, they think her vei j for- 
tunate. There’s this difference between her and the 
other women, onlj^ they can’t see it, — to them God has 
given strength, to her weakness.” 

As the two riders emerged upon the new road to 
Grenoble, Benassis, who foresaw its effect upon Geii- 
estas, reined up, with a satisfied look, to enjoy his 
surprise. Two walls of verdure, sixtj’ feet high, bor- 
dered, as far as the eye could reach, a wide road raised 
and rounded in the middle like the gravel- walk of a 
garden, and made a natural monument whicli ao}^ iiiaii 
might well be proud to have created. Each tree, left 
untrimmed, took the shape of the enormou.s green palm 
which makes the Lombardy poplar one of the finest 
specimens of vegetation. One side of the road, which 
W’as already in shadow^, resembled a vast rampart of 
black foliage ; while the other, strongly lighted by the 
setting sun which touched the young shoots with tints 
of gold, offered in contrast a play of light and its 
reflections, as the sunshine and the breeze touched the 
swaying curtain of leaves, 

“You must be very happy here,” cried Genestas. 
“There is so much to give you pleasure.” 

“ Monsieur,” said Benassis, “ the love of nature is the 
onl}" love which does not disappoint our human hopes. 
Here there are no deceptions. These poplars are only 
ten years old ; but did you ever see any better growm ? ” 

“God is great!” said the soldier, stopping in the 
middle of the road, of which he could see neither the 
beginning nor the end. 
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Yon do me good,” said the doctor. It gives me 
pleasure to hear you say what I so often think in the 
middle of this avenue. Surely, there is something reli- 
gious in this spot. We are two specks as we stand 
here, and the sense of our littleness brings us back to 
God.” 

They rode slowly and in silence, listening to the foot- 
fall of their horses, which sounded along the verdant 
gallery as if they w’^ere pacing under the vaults of a 
cathedral. 

“ How many emotions there are of which city people 
know nothing” said the doctor. ‘^Do yoii smell 
the odors exhaled by the gum of the poplars and the 
young shoots of the larch ? how delicious ! ” 

‘‘ Listen 1 ” exclaimed Genestas ; “ wait a moment.” 

They heard a song in the distance. 

“ Is it a woman, or a man, or a bird? ” said the cap” 
tain in a low voice ; ‘•‘or is it the voice of the glorious 
scenery?” 

“It is something of them all,” replied the doctor, 
dismounting and fastening his horse to the branch of 
a poplar. 

He signed to the officer to do as he did, and to fol- 
low him. They walked slowly’ along a footpath, be- 
tween hedges of hawthorn white with bloom that shed 
its penetrating perfume on the moist evening atmos- 
phere. Tlie sunbeams poured into the narrow way with 
a sort of impetuosity, which the shadows cast hj the 
tall curtain of poplars made all the more perceptible ; 
the vigorous jets of light enveloping in ruddy tints a 
cottage placed at the farther end of the sandy pathway. 
A dust of gold seemed scattered on its thatched roof, 
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usuall}' brown like the shell of a horse-chestnut, and 
wdiose ragged eaves were green with house-leeks and 
various mosses. The cottage itself could scarcely he 
seen ill the haze of light; the old walls, the door, 
and all about it had a fugitive glory; all was aeci- 
dentally beautiful, as the human face is sometimes seen 
to be under the influence of a passion that warms and 
colors it. In the free life of the open air wm meet with 
fleeting sj'lvan loveliness which snatches from oiir hearts 
the wish of the apostle w^hcii he said to J esus on the 
mountain, Let us build here our tabernacle.” Nature 
at this moment seemed to have a voice as pure and 
sw'eet as she herself is pure and sw^eet ; hut the voice was 
sad, like the sun-gleams that w^ere dropping westw’ard, 
— vague images of death, divine warning given b}" 
the sun in the heavens, as the flowers and the }>retty 
ephemeral insects give it upon earth. At this hour the 
tints of the sky are full of sadness, and the voice was sad. 
It sang a popular song, a song of love and of regret, 
that roused the national hatred of Fi-ance against Eng- 
land until Beaumarchais restored its poetic value, and 
placed it on the French stage in the mouth of a page 
opening his heart to his godmother. The air w^as sung 
wuthout words, in plaintive tones, by a. voice wdiieli 
vibrated on the soul and moved it to pity. 

‘‘ The swan’s song ! ” said Benassis. Not twice in 
a generation does that song reach the ears of man. 
Make haste, I must stop it. The child is killing him- 
self; it is cruel to listen any longer — Hush ! Jacques, 
hush ! ” cried the doctor. 

The song ceased. Genestas stood still, motionless 
and -bewildered. A cloud obscured the sun; the land- 



scape and tlie voice were ■ mute together. Cold shadows 
and silence succeeded the soft splendors of light, the 
warm breath of the atmosphere, and the song of the 
child. 

“Why do you disobey me?’' said Beiiassis. “I 
will give yon no more rice-cakes, no more snail-soup, 
or fresh dates, or white bread. Do you want to die, 
and leave your poor mother all alone?” 

Genestas advanced into a little couidyard, kept toler- 
ably clean, and saw a bo^^ of fifteen, feeble as a woman, 
blonde in complexion, with scarcely any hair, and a 
color in his cheeks that looked like rouge. He rose 
slowdy from the bench where he had been sitting under 
a tall jasmine and some lilac-bushes, which grew wild 
and had nearly covered him with their foliage. 

You know,” continued the doctor, ‘‘ that I told you 
to go to bed before the sun, and not expose yourself 
to the evening air; and fClso not to talk: why, then, 
do .you sing?” 

But, Monsieur Benassis, it is very warm here ; and 
it is so good to be warm. I am always cold. I felt so 
comfortable that I never thought ; I began to sing 
JIalbroug s’en va-t^en giieTre, just for amusement, and 
then I listened to myself, for my voice is exactly like 
the pipe of 3'our shepherd.” 

Well, my poor Jacques, don’t do it again; doj’oii 
hear? Give me your hand.” 

The doctor felt his pulse. The boy^’s blue ey’cs were 
habitually gentle, but fever now made them brilliant. 

Ah, I knew it,* are in a perspiration,” said 
Benassis; “ is ymr mother here ? ” 

“ No, monsieur.” 
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Tlie sick lad, followed by Benassis and the captain, 
entered the cottage. 

‘‘ Light a candle. Captain Blutean,” said the doctor, 
as he helped Jacques to take off his coarse and ragged 
clothing. 

When Genestas had lighted the room he was struck 
with the excessive thinness of the lad, who was nothing 
more than skin and bone. After the little peasant was 
put to bed, Benassis tapped his chest and listened to 
the noise his fingers made ; then, having noted those 
sounds of evil augniy, he drew the bedclothes over the 
boj^ stood a few feet away, and wmtched Mm. 

“ How do you feel, my little man? 

“ Quite well, monsieur.’’ 

Benassis placed a little table with four turned legs 
beside the bed, looked for a glass and phial that were 
on the mantel-shelf, and made a drink by pouring into 
some water a few drops of a brown liquid contained 
in the phial, which he measured carefull}" by the light 
of the candle held by Genestas. 

Your mother is late in coming home.” 

“ Here she comes now, monsieur ; I hear her step on 
the path.” 

The doctor and the officer waited and looked about 
them. At the foot of the bed lay a mattress of dry 
moss, without sheets or covering, on which the mother 
no doubt slept in her clothes. Genestas pointed to this 
couch, and Benassis gently inclined his head as if to 
say that he had already admired the motherly devotion. 
The clattering of wooden shoes sounded in the court- 
yard, and Benassis went out to meet the w^oman. 

“ You must sit up with Jacques to-night, mere Colas. 
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If iie says lie is suffocating, give him the drink I have 
left ill a glass on the table. Be careful not to let Mm 
have more than two or three swallows at a time. The 
quantity in the glass ought to last all night. Above 
all, don’t touch the phial. Begin bj’ changing the boy’s 
clothing. He has been in a perspiration.” 

“ I have n’t had time to wash his shirts to-day, mj 
dear monsieur. I had to cany my hemp to Grenoble 
to get some money.” 

Well, 1 11 send yon some shirts.” 

Is he worse, my poor lad?” said the woman. 

‘‘We can’t expect him to be better, mere Colas. He 
has had the imprudence to sing ; but don’t scold him, 
don’t speak harshly to him, take courage. If Jacques 
complains very much send a neighbor to fetch me. 
Adieu.” 

The doctor called to his corapanioii, and they returoecl 
along the path. 

“ Is that peasant lad consumptive? ” asked Genestas. 

“Yes, indeed he is,” answered Benassis. “Science 
can’t save him, unless through some miracle of nature. 
The professors at the School of Medicine in Paris used 
to tell us about the phenomenon you have just wit- 
nessed. Certain forms of the disease produce changes 
in the voice which give the victims a momentary fiiculty 
of emitting vocal sounds whose perfection is never at- 
tained by any virtuoso. I have made you spend a 
melaneholy day, monsieur,” said the doctor, when he 
had mounted. “ On all sides suffering, on all sides 
death, but also resignation. Country-people die philo- 
sophically; they suffer, they say nothing, they crouch 
down as the beasts do. But don’t let us talk of death 
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any more ; we will ride faster. I want to get back 
to the village before dark, so that you may see the new 
quarter.” 

‘^Heyl there a fire somewhere,” said Geiiestas, 
pointing to a part of the mountain where a tongue of 
flaiiie wuis shooting up. 

“ It is harmless. Our lime-burner is probably light- 
ing his kiln. That industiy, which is new here, utilizes 
the heaths.” 

The sudden report of a gun w^as heard. Benassis 
let an involuntaiy exclamation escape him, and said, 
with a gesture of impatience, — 

“ If that is Butifer, fil soon see which of ns is the 
stronger ” 

“The shot came from over there,” said Genestas, 
pointing to a beeehwood situated above them on the 
mountain; “ trust the ears of an old soldier.” 

“ Let’s get there quickly,” cried Benassis, heading in 
a straight line for the little wood, and sending liis horse 
at full speed over the fields and ditches as though he 
were riding a steeple-chase, — so anxious was he to 
catch the offender in the act. 

“The man you are after is running awa}^” cried 
Genestas, barely able to keep up with the doctor. 

Benassis wheeled his horse round, retraced his steps, 
and the man be was pursuing presently show^ed himself 
on a projecting crag some hundred feet above the riders. 

“Butifer,” said Benassis, observing the man’s long 
gun, “ come down.” 

Butifer recognized the doctor, and responded by 
a friendly and respectful gesture implying perfect 
obedience. 
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■ I can Imagine,” said Genestas, that a nmirnnder 
tlie iiifloence of fear, or some other violent sentiment, 
could climb up that point of rock; but how can he ever 
get down again ? ” 

am not uoeasj",” answered Benassis ; ‘‘the goats 
ought to be jealous of that fellow, you 11 see.” 

Accustomed, through his experience of war, to judge 
of the intrinsic value of men, the captain admired the 
singular agility and graceful precision of ail Biitifer’s 
movements, as he came down the broken face of the 
rock he had so audaciously scaled. The lithe and 
vigorous bodj" of the hunter balanced itself easily in all 
the positions which the steep ridges of the precipice 
compelled it to take ; the foot was planted on an edge 
of rock as tranqiiillj" as on a floor, so sure did the man 
seem of being able to make his footing good ; and he 
managed his long gun as though it were a cane. Biitifer 
wms a young man of medium height, thin, spare, and 
sinew}^, whose virile beaut 3 " impressed Genestas when he 
stood beside him. He belonged to the class of smugglers 
who ply their trade without violence, and employ only 
craft and patience to cheat the revenue. His face w’^as 
manly, and much burned the sun. His ej^es, of a clear 
yellow, gleamed like those of an eagle, to whose beak his 
slim nose, slightty curved at the end, bore a strong 
resemblance. His cheek-bones were covered with down. 
His red mouth, half-open, disclosed teeth of dazzling 
whiteness. His beard, his mustache, his red whiskers 
-— which he had allowed to grow and /which curled 
naturally — intensified the virile and indoiiiitaliie ex- 
pression'' of Ms features.-''' In him, 'all denoted strength.; 
The muscles of his bands, :contmitally exercised, had ' a 
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size and solidity which were remarkable. His chest 
was broad ; his brow bore the signs of an untutored 
intellect. He had the intrepid and resolute, though 
quiet air of a man who was accustomed to risk Ms life, 
and who had so often exercised his bodily or his intel- 
lectual powers in perils of all kinds that he no longer 
felt the least doubt of himself. He wms dressed in 
a blouse torn by the briers, and wore leathern soles 
bound to his feet by strips of eelskiii; a pair of blue 
trousers, pieced and slashed open, exposed to sight Iiis 
red legs, lean, why, and active as those of a deer. 

Yon see the man who once shot at me,^’ said Ben- 
assis in a low voice to the soldier. “If now I expressed 
a wish to be rid of any one he would kill him without 
hesitation. Bntifer,” continued the doctor, addressing 
the poacher, “I thought you a man of honor, and I 
pledged Word for you because you had pledged 
yours to me. My promise to the procurewr-dii-roi at 
Grenoble rested on yours that you w^ould hunt no more ; 
that you would settle down and work and live pru- 
dently. It was you w^ho fired that shot, — here, on land 
belonging to the Comte de Labraiichoir. Hein ! sup- 
pose his game-keeper had heard it, foolish man? It is 
lucky for you, I won’t indict you, for this is not your 
first offence, and you have no license to cany arms. 
Did if 1 1 let you keep j^our gun simply because I knew 
your afiectioii for it?” 

^‘It is a beaut}’,” said the captain, recognizing a 
duck-gun from the manufactory at Saiiit-Etieiine on 
the Loire. 

The poacher looked up at' Genestas as if " to thank 
him for his approbation. 


The Country Doctor . 155 

contiimecl Benassis, “j’our cooscieoce 
oiiglit to reproach you. If you recoin meiiee 3"oiir old 
courses, you ’ll find 3- ourself cornered some cla}^ in a 
park enclosed with walls. No protection can then 
save you from the galleys ; you 11 be branded, dis- 
graced. Bring me your gun this very night, 1 11 take 
care of it for you.” 

Bntifer clasped the stock of his treasure with a con- 
vulsive movement. 

“You are right, monsieur le maire,” he said. “I 
have done wrong ; I have broken m3’' pledge ; I In a 
clog. M3’ gun must go to you, but you will get it as a 
iegac3^ The last shot fired 1)3^ the child of my mother 
goes through 1113’ brain. I can’t help it; I have done 
as you wished ; I have kept quiet all winter ; but in 
the spring the sap rises. I don’t know how to dig ; 
I have n’t got the heart to spend my life fattening 
chickens ; and I can’t bend 1113^ spine to spade vege- 
tables, nor lash the air driving carts, nor live in a stable 
and rub clown a horse’s hide: must I therefore perish 
of hunger? — I can’t live, except up there,” he said, 
after a pause, pointing to the raoiintaios. “I’ve been 
out a week. I saw a chamois, and the chamois is 
there,” he added, nodding at the crag. “ It is at3^our 
service. My good Monsieur Benassis, let me keep my 
gini. Listen, on my word of honor 111 leave the dis- 
trict; 111 go to the Alps, where the chamois hunters 
won’t sa}' me na3*, — on the contraiy, the}" ’ll welcome me 
with pleasure ; and I shall perish on a glacier. To tell 
the honest truth, I would rather live a year or two on 
the : . heights, awa}" from governments, ^ and revenue- 
officers, and gamekeepers, and prosecutors, than ^grovel 
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in yoor bogs for a bnndrecl years. There 's no one but 
you that I ’d regret to leave ; all the others weary mj 
life out. When you are in the right, you at least don’t 
attack others tooth and nail.” 

And Louise?” said Benassis. 

Butifer was silent and though tfiiL 
‘‘ Hey ! my lad,” cried Genestas, learn to read and 
write, join my regiment, ride a horse, and be a carabi- 
neer, If the ^ boot and saddle ’ ever sounds for a real 
war, you ’ll see that the good God meant 3^011 to live in 
the midst of cannon, and shot, and battles. You 11 
come to be a general!” 

‘^Yes, if Napoleon would return,” said Butifer. 

‘‘You remember our agreement?” said the doctor. 
“ You promised to become a soldier at your second 
outbreak. I give six months to learn to read and 
write, and then I shall hnd some young fellow of family 
wdio wants a substitute.” 

Butifer looked at the mountains. 

“Oh! you can’t go to the Alps,” cried Benassis. 
“ A man like yon, a man of honor, full of noble quali- 
ties, ought to serve his country and command a brigade, 
and not die at the tail of a chamois. The life you lead 
will land you in the gallej's. Your tremendous exer- 
tions will force you to take long rests ; and after a while 
you 11 contract the vices of a lazy life, which will de- 
stroy all yonr ideas of order, and lead you to abuse your 
own hefilth and punish ^miirself; I want, in spite of 
yourself, to put yon in the right way,” 

“ Must I die a lingering death of disgust and weari- 
ness? I stifle ill a city. I can’t bear more than one 
day in Grenoble when I take Louise there.” 
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“We all have inclinations which we must learn 
to fight if we mean to be useful to our fellows. But 
it is getting late, and I ’m in a hurrj. You must come 
and see me to-morrow, and bring jour gun ; we will 
talk it all over, mj son. Adieu. Sell jour chamois at 
Grenoble.” 

“That’s what I call a man,” said Genestas, as they 
rode on. 

A man with his feet on a bad road,” answered Be« 
nassis. “ But what can one do? You heard him. Isn’t 
it deplorable to see a man with such fine qualities throw 
himself awmy? If an enemj" were to invade France, 
Butifer at the head of a hundred young fellows could 
hold a division in the Maurienne for a month ; but in 
times of peace he can only spend his energy in braving 
the law^s. He needs some force or other to overcome ; 
when he is not risking his life, he is fighting society and 
helping the smugglers. That fellovr will cross the Bhone 
by himself in a little boat to carry shoes into Savoie; 
he can escape, heavily laden, to Inaccessible peaks, 
where he is able to live for a couple of days on a crust. 
He loves danger as another man loves sleep. Bj dint 
of enjoying pleasures which give him intense sensations 
he has put himself outside of the interests of every-day 
life. Now, I am not willing that siieli a man, by fol- 
lowing the uuconseioiis tendency of such a life, should 
become a brigand and die on the scaffold. But see, 
captain, how the village looks from here.” 

Genestas saw in the distance a large square planted 
wdth trees, in the middle of which w^as a fountain sur- 
rounded by poplars. The outer circle of this open 
ground was defined by slopes, on which three tiers of 
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trees of different species were planted, — first acacias, 
then the Japanese ailanthiis, lastly, to crown the bank, 
some small elms. 

^‘That is the ground where we hold oiir fairs,” said 
Benassis. The main street begins with the two good 
houses of which I spoke to yon, — that of the justice 
of the peace and the notary.” 

They now entered a wide street rather neatly paved 
wdth cobble-stones, on either side of wdiicli about a 
hundred new houses had been built ; all of them sepa- 
rated by gardens. The church, whose portico made a 
pretty perspective, closed the end of this street, from 
the centre of which two others had lately been laid out, 
where several houses were already built. The mairie, 
situated on an open square near the church, was oppo- 
site the parsonage. As Benassis rode forward, women, 
children, and men whose day’s work W'as over, came 
out on their doorsteps. Some took off their caps to him, 
others bade him good-evening ; the little chiidren jumped 
about his horse, as if the kindness of the animal were as 
well known to them as that of its master. The scene 
w^as one of mute or murmured gladness that, like all 
deep sentiments, had its own reserves, and its eommu- 
iiicative attraction. Genestas thought, as he noted the 
welcome that was proffered to the doctor, lliat the latter 
had been too modest in the account he had given 
over-night of the affection felt for him in tlie district. 
It was indeed the sweetest of roj’alties, — one whose 
divine rights are wu'itten on the hearts of the suljects ; 
a royalty that is real. However dazzling the rays of 
the power or the glory a man enjoys, his soul soon 
gauges the satisfactions that ail external action procures 
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for hiai ; lie perceives his real nothingness when he finds 
iiotliiiig changed, nothing new, nothing grander in the 
exercise of his physical faculties. Kings may possess 
the earth, but they are forced, like other men, to live in 
a little circle and submit to its laws ; and their happiness 
depends on the personal impressions they receive. 
Throughout his district Benassis met with nothing but 
obedience and friendship. 
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CHAPTER III. 

THE KAPOLEON OF THE PEOPLE. 

pra.y come, monsieur,” cried Jaequotte ; “ these 
genlleinen have been waiting for you such a time. But 
that’s always the way! you spoil my dinner wlien it 
ought to be particnlaiiy good. It is all sodden by this 
time.” 

‘‘Well, well, here we are,” said Benassis, laughing. 

The riders dismounted and entered the saion^ where 
the guests invited by the doctor were assembled. 

“Messieurs,” said he, taking Genestas b}" the hand, 
“I have the honor to present to you Monsieur Bluteau, 
captain of a regiment of cavalry in garrison at Grenoble, 
— an old soldier, who has promised to stay some time 
among ns.” 

Then, addressing Genestas, he motioned to a tail, 
thin old man with gray hair, dressed in black, and 
said: “This is Monsieur Du fan, the justice of the 
peace of whom I spoke to you, and who has so greatly 
contributed to the prosperity of this district. This 
gentleman,” he continiied, taking Genestas up to a pale 
3’oung man of medium height, also dressed in black, 
and who wore spectacles, ‘Ms Monsieur Toimelet, the 
son-in-law of Monsieur Gravier, the first notaiy who 
settled in the village.” Then, turning to a stout man, 
half-peasant, half-bourgeois, with a coarse, blotched 
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face, that was, however, fall of good-hiimor, “This,” 
he said, “ is Monsieur Gambon, worth}' associate, and 
the wood-merchant to w'hom I owe the good-will this 
community has bestowed upon me. He is one of the 
projectors of the new road which you admired so much. 
I need not,” added Benassis, motioning towards the 
curate, ‘Hell you the profession of this gentleman. You 
see a man whom no one can help loving.” 

The countenance of the priest attracted the attention 
of the soldier by an expression of moral beauty whose 
seduction was irresistible. At first sight, tlie face 
might seem ill-favored, for the lines were rugged aiKl 
severe. The slight figure, its emaciation, its attitude, 
all told of great physical weakness ; but the countenance, 
always placid, testified to the deep inward peace of 
a Christian, and the strength begotten by chastity of 
soul. His eyes, which seemed to reflect the skies, re- 
vealed the inextinguishable fires of charity which con- 
sumed his heart. His gestures, infrequent and natural, 
were those of a modest man, and his movements had 
the virgin simplicity of a young girl’s. His presence 
inspired respect and a vague desire for closer relations 
to him. 

“Ah, monsieur le maire I ” he said, bending as if to 
escape the praise Benassis bestowed upon him. 

The tones of his voice stirred the soldier to his very 
centre, and the few words uttered this unknown man 
threw him into a revery that was almost religions. 

“Messieurs,” said Jacquotte,, coming into, the very 
middle of the room, and standing with her hands on her 
hips, “ the soup is on the table.” 

■ ■ Invited by the doctor, who called each, in turn, to 
■ ■ II , , , 
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avoid the ceremonies of precedence, the five guests 
passed into the dining-room and sat down at table, 
after listening to the Benedicite, which the curate re- 
cited in a low voice, without emphasis. The tal)le was 
covered with a cloth of the double damask invented in 
the days of Henry IV. by the brothers Graindorge, — • 
clever manufacturers, who gave their name to the heavy 
fabric so well known to housekeepers. The linen, of 
dasszling whiteness, smelt of the thyme which Jacquotte 
put into her washtiibs. The dinner-service was white 
porcelain with a blue edge, in perfect preservation. 
The decanters had the antique octagon shape which in 
these daj-s is found onhMn the provinces. The han- 
dles of the knives were of carved horn, and each repre- 
sented a grotesque figure. These relies of a past 
luxury, which were nevertheless almost new, seemed in 
keeping with the frankness and warm-heartedness of 
the master of the house. The attention of Genestas 
was arrested for a moment hy the cover of tiie soup- 
tureen, topped by a bunch of vegetables in high relief, 
and very well colored after the mci^nner of Bernard 
Palissy, a celebrated potter and enaineiler of the six- 
teenth century. 

The assembled company was not wanting in original- 
ity. The powerful heads of Benassis and Genestas con- 
trasted admirably with the apostolic head of JHonsieur 
Janvier, just as the withered faces of the justice of the 
peace and the assistant-mayor threw the younger face 
of the notary into relief. Society seemed to be repre- 
sented by these diverse phj'siognomies, all bearing 
signs of inward contentment, satisfaction in the pres- 
ent, and faith in the future. Monsieur Tonnelet and 
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Monsienr Janvier, less advanced in life, liked to search 
into the events of the futni'e, which they felt belonged 
to them; the other guests preferred to keep the coi> 
versation to the past; but all looked with serious eyes 
upon the things of life, and their opinions reflected a 
double tinge of melanchol}^; one side had the pallor of 
the evening twilight, the memory, nearly effaced, of 
joys that never could return ; the other, like the dawn, 
gave promise of another day. 

You must be very tired to-night, monsieur le core,” 
said Monsieur Camboii. 

Yes, monsieur,” answered Monsieur Janvier, ‘‘the 
funeral of the poor cretin and that of Pere Pelletier 
were at different hours.” 

“We can now pull down the hovels of the old vil- 
lage,” said Benassis to his associate. “ To clear away 
these houses will bring us in at least as mneh as an 
acre of fields. The district will also save the hundred 
francs it cost to support Claude the cretin.” 

“We ought to put that hundred francs for the next 
three j^ears into building a bridge wdth one arch over 
the great brook on the lower road,” said Monsieur 
Cambon. “ The people of the village, and of the val- 
ley too, have a habit of crossing the land of Jean 
Francois Pastureaii, and the^" wall end by spoiling it in a 
way to injure the poor man.” 

“ Certaii%,” said the justice of the peace, “the 
money could liot be better applied. To thinking, 
the abuses of the right of way are one of the great evils ; 
in the country* A tenth of all the suits brought in the 
courts relates to this abuse ; ■ it attacks, almost with 
impunity, the rights of property in very many districts. 
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Bespect for property and respect for kw are sentiments 
too often ignored ; it is necessary to promulgate tliem. 
Many persons tliink it dishonorable to lend assistance 
to the law, and' the saying, ‘ go and get hanged else- 
where,’ which has passed into a proverb, and seems 
based on a feeling of laudable generosity, is, at bottom, 
only a hypocritical formula which serves to gloss over 
our own egotism. We are — and we had better avow 
it^ — wanting in patriotism. The true patriot is the 
citizen who is sufficiently convinced of the importance 
of the laws to insist on their being executed, even at 
his own risk and peril. Let an evil-doer go free, and 
we make ourselves guilt}’ of his future crimes.” 

“ All things hang together,” said Benassis. ‘‘ If the 
mayors kept the roads in good repair the people would 
make no by-paths. If common councils were better 
educated they would stand by the owners of property 
and the mayors w’henever the}’ oppose an unjust right 
of way: all should niiite to make ignorant pei’sous 
see that castle, field, cottage, and tree are equally 
sacred, and that the question of Bight is not affected 
by the different values of property. But such ideas 
cannot be forced ; they depend on the moral state of 
the population, and we cannot completely I'eforin that 
without the efficacious assistance of the curates. Tills 
is not addressed to you, Monsieur Janvier.” 

‘‘I don’t take it to myself,” said the curate, laugh- 
ing. Is n’t my heart set on making Catholic doctrine 
chime w’ith your administrative creed ? I often en- 
deavor in my pastoral teachings as to theft to inculcate 
the very ideas you have uttered on the matter of riyht, 
God does not measure the theft by the value of the 
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thing stolen ; he judges the thief. That has been gist 
of the parables I try to adapt to the intelligence of nij 
parishioners.” 

You have succeeded, monsieur le cure,” said Gam- 
bon. “ I can judge of the changes you have worked 
in the minds of the people, comparing the present 
state of the district with its past. Certainly there are 
few neighborhoods where the working-men are as scru- 
pulous as they are here in giving their Mi hours of 
labor. The cattle are better cared for, and do no 
damage unless accidentally. The woods are respected. 
Ill short, you have made our peasantry understand tiuit 
the leisure of the rich is the reward of a thrifty and 
serious life.” 

‘‘ If that is so, monsieur le cure,” said Genestas, 

you ought to be well pleased with your flock.” 

‘^Monsieur,” said the priest, ‘‘ w^e can't expect to 
find angels here below. Wherever there is poverty 
there is suffering. Suffering and poverty are living 
forces, which have their abuses just as power has. 
When a peasant has six miles to walk to his daily 
work, and returns weary in the evening, only to see a 
sportsman cutting across fields and meadow’s to get 
the sooner to his dinner, do you think he can have 
much scruple in doing likewise ? Of those wdio seize a 
right of wa3% about which you were complaining just 
now, who is the delinquent? — the man who works, or 
he who amuses himself? The rich and the poor both 
bring evil upon us in these days, the one as much 
as the other. Faith, like power, should descend from 
the celestial and the social heights above us ; neverthe- 
less, ini' our time, the upper -classes have less faith than 
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the body of the people, to whom God promises in a 
future life a compensation for their woes in this, if they 
bear them patieiitlj". While I submit to ecclesiastical 
disciplme, and defer to the opinions of my superiors, I 
nevertheless think that for a long time to come we 
ought to be less exacting in matters of doctrine, and 
endeavor to bring the religious sentiment back into 
the heart, here, in this land, where men are discussing 
Christianity instead of practising its maxims. The 
philosophism of the rich has been a fatal example to the 
poor, and the cause of long interregnums in the king- 
dom of God. The power that we gain to-day over our 
flocks depends entirely on our personal influence. Is it not 
a misfortune that the faith of a district is owing to the 
respect felt for one man ? When Christianity has again 
fertilized the social system by impregnaiii3g all classes 
with its essential principles, its worship will no longer 
be called in question. The worship of a religion is 
its outward form ; societies only exist by forms and 
signs. To you the banner, to us the cross.” 

‘‘Monsieur le curt^” said (xenestas, “I should like 
to know why you prevent these poor people from dancing 
on Sunday.” 

“ Monsieur,” answered the cures “ we do not dislike 
dancing in itself ; we only forbid it as being one cause 
of the immorality which disturbs the peace and cor- 
rupts^ the manners of the coimtiy. If we purify the 
spirit of family, and insist on the sacredness of its 
bonds, do we not eat off the evil at its roots? ” 

“ I know,” said Monsieur Tonnelet, “ that disorders 
must be expected in all districts, but in ours they are 
becoming rare. If some of our peasants have no seru- 
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pie in cheating a neighbor of a furrow of earth when 
they till it, or in cutting the osiers of another ?iian when 
they want them, at least these things are mere pecca- 
dilloes compared to the sins of the city-folk. I think 
the peasants of this valley are veiy religious.” 

“ Oh, religious I ” said the curate, smiling; “ flniati- 
eisni is not to he dreaded here.” 

^vBot, monsieur le cure,” said Camhon, “if all the 
villagers went to mass, and confessed to you once a 
week, how could they cultivate the land? moreover, yon 
w^'Otild need three priests, instead of one, to attend to 
your duties.” 

“ Monsieur,” returned the curate, “ labor is prayer. 
The practice of duty carries with it a knowledge of the 
religious principles that are the life of societies.” 

“ What do you make of patriotism?” asked Genestas. 

“Patriotism,” replied the curate, gravely, “inspires 
only transient emotions ; religion renders them lasting. 
Patriotism is a momentary forgetfulness of self-interest ; 
Christianity is a complete system of opposition to the 
depraved tendencies of mankind.” 

“ And yet, monsieur, during the wars of the Pevolii- 
tion — ” 

“Yes, during the Pe volution we did marvels,” said 
Benassis, interrupting Genestas ; “ but tw^'enty years 
later, in 1814, our patriotism was already dead ; whereas 
France and Europe have flung themselves upon Asia 
twelve times in a hundred years, — driven to it by 
religious sentiment.” 

“ Perhaps,” said the justice of the peace, it is easy 
to make terms wdth the selfish interests , which are at .the 
bottom of the struggles of nation against nation, whereas 
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the religious wars undertaken for the maintenance of 
dogma, the object of which can never be precise, are 
necessarily interminable.” 

^‘Monsieur! 3’ou are not serving the fish,” said 
Jacquotte, who, aided by Kicolle, was waiting on 
table. 

Faithful to her usual custom, the cook brought in 
each dish by itself, one after the other, -*-a fashion 
wliich has the inconvenieiiee of obliging gastronomes 
to eat a great deal, while moderate people, whose 
hunger has been appeased by the first dishes, are com- 
pelled to leave the choice ones untouched. 

Oh, monsieur,” said the priest to the justice of the 
peace, how can 3’ou assert that the religions wars had 
no distinct purpose? Formerly, religion was so pow- 
erful a hond in societj' that material interests could not 
be separated from religious questions. Every soldier 
knew for what he was fighting.” 

‘‘ If they fought so often for religion, God must have 
built that structure very imperfectly,” said Genestas. 

A divine institution ought to convince the minds of 
men by its inherent quality of truth, ought it not?” 

All the guests looked at the curate. 

Messieurs,” said Monsieur Janvier, ‘‘religion is 
to be felt, not defined. We cannot judge the means 
nor the ends of the Almighty.” 

“From that point of view, a man must believe in 
all your genuflections!” said Genestas, in the jovial 
tone of an old soldier, little accustomed to think of 
God. 

“Monsieur,” said the priest gravel}^, “ the Catholic 
religion brings human cares and perplexities to a safe 
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end. But were it otherwise, I might still ask what you 
risk in believing its truths ? ” 

“ Not much,” said Genestas. 

Well ; and what do jon not risk by believing noth* 
ing? However, let iis speak of the earthly interests 
w^hich more nearly touch you. See how strongty the 
finger of God is imprinted on the things of life by the 
Iiand of his vicar. Men have lost much in wandering 
from the paths marked out by Christianity. The 
Chureh, wdiose history few people take the trouble to 
read, and wdiicli they judge by certain erroneous opinions 
designedly spread abroad among the masses, ofiers that 
perfect model of government which men are searching 
for to-day. The principle of election has long made 
the Church a great political power. Formedy, there 
’was not a single religious institution that was not based 
on liberty and equality. All vocations co-operated in 
the work. The heads of colleges, abbes, bishops, the 
general of the order, and the Pope hiiiiself were con- 
scientiously chosen to meet the needs of the Church. 
They gave expression to its idea ; blind obedience was 
therefore their due. I refrain from speaking of the 
social benefits of that idea, — an idea which has made 
the modern nations, which has inspired so mail}” poems, 
cathedrals, statues, pictures, and musical works, — and 
I will onl}" ask you to observe that your general elections, 
trial by jury, and the two Chambers have their roots in 
provincial and oecumenical- councils, in the episcopate,- 
and the college of cardinals, — ’with this difference, as it 
seems to me, that the present philosophical ideas on 
civilization pale before the sublime and divine idea of 
Catholic communion, the -type ' of a oniversal social 
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communion, brought about bj' the Woul and by the 
Deed united under the control of religions truth. It will 
be ditlieiilt for the new political systems, liowever per- 
fect they are Iield to be, to do again tiie inain-ellous 
works of the ages in which tiie Cbiireli conlroiled the 
human intellect.” 

Why so?” asked Genestas. 

‘‘Because, in the first place, election, to become a 
principle, requires absolute equality in the electors , 
they must be ‘ equal quantities,’ to use a geometrical 
expression, and that equality modern politics can never 
obtain. Moreover, the great things of social existence 
can only be done by the power of such sentiments as 
are able to unite men, and modern philosoph}’ has based 
the laws on personal interests, which isolate them. 
FonnerW, fiir more than at present, men were Ibiiiid 
among the nations who were generoush’ inspired by a 
maternal sense of the unrecognized rights and suffei’ings 
of the masses. Thus the piiest, child of the middle 
classes, opposed the material forces of the world, and 
protected the people from their oppressors. The Cl lurch 
has had territorial possessions, but her temporal inter- 
ests, which, it was thought, would consolidate and 
strengthen her, have, in the end, wx‘akened her action. 
Indeed, whenever the priest has privileged pro|)ertY, he 
appears as an oppressor. If the State pays him, he is 
servant to the State, and his time, heart, and life lielong 
to it; the citizens regard his virtues as mere duties, 
and Ms benevolence, quenched by the doctrine of free- 
will, drys up in his heart. But if the priest be poor, if 
he is voluntarily a priest, without other support than 
his God, without other fortune than the hearts of the 
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Mtlifiil, lie becomes the mission aiy of Ainenea, lie 
makes himself an apostle, he is the prince of good : lie 
reigns through destitution, he falls through opulence.” 

Monsieur Janvier had held the attention of the guests. 
The}" remained silent, reflecting' on such novel lan- 
guage from the lips of a simple curate. 

“ Monsieur Janvier, among the truths which joii 
have uttered, there is, I think, one serious error,” said 
Benassis. I do not like, as you know, to argue about 
the public interests wliieli are now being discussed liy 
modern writers and authorities. To miy thinking, a 
man wdio conceives a political system ought, If he Is 
conscious of the power to apply it, to keep silence, lay 
hold of the necessary authority, and act. But if he 
remains in the happy obsenrity of a private citizen, 
is it not mere folly to try to convert the masses b}" in- 
dividual discussions? Nevertheless, I shall combat 
you, my dear pastor, because I am now speaking among 
men of principle, accustomed to put their lights to- 
gether in the search for truth. My ideas may seem 
strange to 3"0ii ; but they are the fruit of reflections 
wdiich the catastrophes of onr last forty years have 
forced upon me. Universal suffrage, demanded by 
those who form what is called the constitutional opposi- 
tion, was an excellent principle for the Church, because,, 
as you have just observed, dear pastor, its iodividiials 
w^ere educated, disciplined by the religious sentiment, 
and, one and,; all, imbued with' the same thought, know- 
ing .well what they wanted, and wdiither they went. 
Blit , tim triumph of the ideas under help of which mod- , 
.ern liberalism Imprudently -.makes wnr upon .. the pros- 
.peroiis 'government; of. the Bourbons, will lead ;to , tl'ie.. 
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ruin of France, and of the liberals themselves. The 
cliiefs of the Left know this. For them the struggle is 
simply one for the possession of power. If, wdiich God 
forbid, the bourgeoisie were, under the banner of the 
opposition, to strike down the social superiorities against 
which its vanity rebels, its triumph would be at once 
followed by a struggle between itself and the masses, 
wiio would then regard it as a species of nobilit}’, 
•—paltry, it is true, — whose wealtli and whose privi- 
leges would be all the more obnoxious because the two 
classes are nearer together. In such a struggle, soci- 
ety, I will not say the nation, will once more perish ; 
for the triumph, always momentary, of the suffer- 
ing masses brings with it the worst disorders. The 
battle will be desperate, and without quarter ; for it wiil 
come of fundamental differences, instinctive or acquired, 
among the electors, the most numerous and the least 
enlightened of whom will carry the day against social 
eminence in a system where votes are counted and not 
weighed. It follows from this that a goveiiiment is 
never more strongly organized, consequently never 
more perfect, than when it is formed for the defence of 
•a limited Privilege. What I mean by ‘ privilege ’ is 
‘Uot the sort of right lui righteously conceded in former 
times ?lo the few to the injury of the mai\y ; no, I mean 
more particularly the social circle to which the evolu- 
tions of power are confined. Power is, as it were, the 
lieartof a State. Nature, in all her creations, shuts in 
the vital principle to give it greatei stamina ; so with 
dhe body politic. Let me explain my meaning by an 
example : say that France has a hundred peers ; they 
a hundred causes of offence and no more. Abolish 
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the peerage, and at once . every rieh man hecomes a 
•privileged person, ■ Instead of a liiindred, 3’ou have ten 
tl'ioiisaiid, and yon enlarge the sore of social .inequal- 
ities. In fact, to the working-classes the right to live 
without working constitutes, in itself, a privilege. In 
their eyes, those who consume without producing are 
robbers. Tiiej^ demand visible labor, and take no ac- 
eoiiiit of the intellectual productions which enrich tlieni. 
So, by multiplying their objects of envy, 3X)ii extend 
the struggle over all parts of the social bodj% instead 
of limiting it to a narrow circle. . Whenever the attack 
and the defence become general over the whole field, 
the ruin of the nation is imminent. There will always 
l)e fewer rich than poor ; therefore to the latter victory 
will belong so soon as the struggle becomes material. 
And history proves my position. The Roinan republic 
owed its conquest of the w'orlcl to the institution of 
senatorial privilege. The senate upheld the Idea of 
power. But as soon as the knights and the new men 
extended the action of the government, bj’ enlarging the 
order of the patricians, the national cause was lost. 
In spite of Sjlla, and after Cicsar, Tiberius made 
Rome an empire, — a sj’stera under which power, being 
concentrated in the hands of one man, gave to that 
mighty dominion a few more centuries of existence^ 
The emperor was,, no longer in Rome when tiie 'eter.' 
nal city fell into the hands of barbarians. When oor 
own soil was conquered, the Franks who divided it iin 
vented feudal privileges to secure their individuai pos- 
sessions. The hundred, or the tlionsand chicds who 
seized ' the territory ' form.ed ■ their i nstltu lion s w It! 1 the 
object of defending the rights they liad won through 
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eonquest Feudalism lasted just so long as preroga- 
tive was restricted within limits. But wdieii the niira- 
hers of the privileged class rose from five liuridrecl to 
fifty thoimnd there was revolution. The action of 
their power, by becoming too extended, was w’^ithoot 
elasticity or strength ; and it was also without defence 
against the acquired liberties of money and thoiiglit 
which it had not foreseen. Therefore the triumph of 
the bourgeoisie over the monarchical system, wiiich has 
for its object the increase, in the eyes of the people, of 
the numbers of the privileged class, will find its inevi- 
table end in the triumph of the masses over the bour- 
geoisie. When that struggle arises, its weapon in 
liand wnll be the right of suffrage, given without restric- 
tion to the masses. He who votes, discusses,. Author- 
ity when discussed does not exist. Can you imagine a 
society without authority ? No. Well then, authority 
means force; and force rests on a judgment rendered. 

‘^Sueh,” continued Benassis, ‘‘ are the reasons w'hich 
have led me to think that the principle of election is 
one that will prove fatal to the existence of modern 
governments. I think I have sufficiently proved my 
attachment to the poor and suffering ; I cannot be 
accused of wishing them ill: hut while T admire them 
in the laborious paths they tread with sublime patience 
and resignation, I declare my belief that they are in- 
capable of slmiing in the work of government. The 
proletaries seem to me the w^ards of a nation, to remain 
always under guardianship. And so, in my opiiiion, 
messieurs, the word ‘election’ is about to cause as 
much harm as the words ‘ conscience ’ and ‘ liberty/ — • 
words til-understood and ill-defined, and flung to tlie 
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people as the S 3 iBbols of revolt and the watch- words of 
destruction. The guardianship of the masses seems 
to me both just and necessaiy to the maintenance of 
society.” ' 

“ Your system runs atilt against all the ideas of the 
present day,” said Genestas, interrupting the doctor ; 
‘‘ and so we have some right to ask for your I'casons.’^ 

I will give them williiigty, captain,” 

What ’s tliat the master is saying ? cried Jac- 
quotte, retiiniiing to her kitchen. “-If the poo3‘ dear 
man is n’t advising them to crush down the people, ami 
they are listening to him ! ” 

‘‘ I would n’t have believed it of Monsieur Beiuissis ! 
answered Nieolle. 

“If I demand vigorous laws to restrain tlie ignorant 
masses,” resumed the doctor, after a slight pause, -‘I 
also wish the social s^’steni to be a light and open Fjet» 
■work, through which eveiy one who feels within himself 
the facility for better things may rise above the crowd. 
All power aims at its own preservation. To live, gov- 
ernments should, to-day as much as in former daj’s, 
draw strong men about them, taking such men where- 
ever thej" can find them, making defenders of tliemi anti 
thus withdrawing from the masses the element of energy 
which incites them to revolt. By opening to public 
ambition careers that are both arduous and eaBy,*— 
arduous to feeble and half-formed desires, easy to 
vigorous wills, — a State prevents revolutions caused 
by the obstructions which superiority 'encoimters wlien 
seeking to rise to its proper level. Our forl.y years 
of national disturbance ought to prove to men of sense 
that, eminence is the' consequence ' of .social order. 
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Eniineiice is of three kinds, and all are incontestable s 
eminence of thonglit, eminence of political gifts, emi- 
nence of fortune. Are not these, in other words, art, 
power, and monej, — or, the principle, the means, and 
the result? Now, if we suppose a clean sweep, a tabuht 
rasa^ all the social parts absolutely equal, births in the 
same proportion, and each family owning an equal share 
of the land, you wdll soon find the old inequalities 
of fortune cropping up : and the argument from that 
flagrant truth is that eminence of fortune, of thought, 
of power, is a fact that must be submitted to, — a lact 
which tlie masses will ever consider oppressive as they 
see the privileges of the rights so justly acquired. The 
social contract, resting on this foundation, must there- 
fore ever be a compact between those who possess and 
those wdio possess not. According to this princii)le, 
the laws will he made by those whom the laws are to 
benefit ; for they have, of course, the instinct of self- 
preservation and the foresight of danger. They are 
more interested in the tranquillit}" of the masses than 
the masses themselves. What the people w’ants is 
happiness ready-made. If 3^011 consider society from 
that standpoint, if you view it in its entirety, you will 
agree wdth me that the right of election should only be 
exercised by men who possess property, power, or in- 
telligence ; and you will also admit that their repre- 
sentatives should possess none but extremely limited 
functions. The legislator, messieurs, ought to be su- 
perior to his generation. He takes note of the tendencw 
of public errors, and records the points towards wdiich 
the ideas of a nation incline ; he works more for the 
future than for the present ; more for the generation 




The Country Doctor, 17T 

that is coming than for the one that is passing awaj". 
Now,, if you call upon the masses 'to make the laws, can 
the masses rise superior to themselves? No. Tlie 
more faithfully the assembly represents the opinions of 
the crowd, the less will it understand tlie true meaning 
of government, the less elevated will be its views, the 
less precise, the more vacillating will be its legislation ; 
for the mob is, in France especially, and ever will be, a 
mob. The law carries with it subjection to rules ; all 
rules are in opposition to natural liabits, and to the 
interests of individuals: will the masses ever coiisent 
to make or bear laws against themselves? No. Often 
the tendencj" of laws must lie in direct o{)positic>n to tlie 
tendency of habits and customs. Frame tlie laws on 
the habits of a people, and you will give a premium of 
encouragement, in Spain, to fanaticism and do-nothing- 
isrn ; in England, to tlie mercantile spirit ; in Italy, to 
the love of arts, destined to express society’, but wdiicli 
never can be society itself ; in Geriiian^y, to noliiliary 
classifications ; and in France, to the spirit of frivolity, 
to fashions in ideas, to the habit of dividing ourselves 
into factions by which we are rent to pieces. Look at 
what has happened in the forty years since the electoral 
colleges first had a hand in the laws : we have foi'ty tlioii- 
sand law^s. A people with forty thousand laws has no 
law. Gan five lumdred mediocre intellects— foi:n gene- 
ration has more than a hundred great minds at its eoin- 
TiTmId“— caiTH^ intellects have the force to rise oliovi^ 
these considerations?. No. Men brought from time to 
time, from five hundred difierent localities, will nevei’ un- 
derstand the spirit of law in unison : yet law is unitw 
^ But,” continued the ■ doctor, I go further still. 

■■ 12 : ■' ■ 
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Sooner or later a parliament falls under tiie sceptre of a 
man, and instead of having the dynasties of kings, you 
have the eveivchanging and cos% d.y nasties of prime 
ininisters. At the bottom of all deliberations we find 
Mirabeau, Danton, Robespierre, or Napoleon, — proGoii- 
suis or an emperor. In fact, it needs a given quantity 
of force to raise a given qnantit}’ of weight. Tiiis force 
can be divided among a more or less lai‘ge number 
of levers ; but their power most be in proportion to 
the weight. Now here the weight is the ignoi'ant 
and suffering mass of beings, which make the base 
of all societies. Power, being in its nature repressive, 
has need of great concentration to oppose an equal 
resistance to the surge of popular movement. That 
is the application of the principle I stated to you 
just now, when speaking of the restriction of the gov- 
enuneut privilege to the few. If you admit men of 
talent, they bow to this natural law and lulng the na- 
tion under it ; if you assemble men of inferior qualities, 
they are vanquished sooner or later, by the superior 
element: the deputy of talent recognizes the reasons of 
State, the man of mediocrity makes terms with force. 
In short, an assembly yields to an idea, like the Con- 
vention during the Terror ; to a power, like the Corps 
Legislatif under Napoleon; to a system or to money, 
as it does to-day. The republican parliament of which 
some good souls dream is an impossibility^ ; those wiio 
wish it are ready-made dupes, or futui’e tyrants. A 
deliberating assembly which discusses the dangers of a 
nation when it ought to force it to take action, is ridic- 
ulous ; don’t you think so? Let the peoi)ie send re})re- 
sentatives to impose or rescind taxes ; that, indeed, is 
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just aiKl has been ailovved at all times, — by the worst 
tyrants as well as the most compliaot of kings. Let 
this elective body, which changes like the needs and 
the ideas which it represents, oppose, on behalf of all, 
the concession of obedience to a bad law ; that is weli« 
But suppose five hundred men, gathered from all parts 
of the empire, were to make a good law ; would it not. 
be a poor joke wdiieh sooner or later the populations 
would have to pay for ? They change tyrants, that is 
all. Authority and law ought therefore to be the work 
of one, who, by the force of things, is contiiioally^ com- 
pelled to submit bis actions to public approbation. Bat 
the modifications brought into the exercise of pow^ei" — 
whether that of one man, or of maiij’ men, or of a mul- 
titude — can only be found in the religious institutions 
of a people. Religion is the only comiterbalaneing agent 
that is really efficacious against abuses of tiie sopreme 
power. If the religious sentiment perishes among a 
people, the masses become seditious on principle, and 
the prince makes himself a tjTant by necessity. The 
Chambers which are interposed between the sovereign 
and his subjects are mere palliatives to these two ten- 
dencies. Parliamentary assemblies, as I have just said, 
become the accomplice of insurrection or of tyranny. 

“Nevertheless,” continued Benassis, checking liiinself, 
“the government of one, towards wiiich I lean, is not 
an uomixed good ; for the result of politics will depend 
forever on manners and morals and beliefs. If a nation 
lias grown old, If philosophy and the spirit of con- 
troversy have corrupted- it to the marrow' of its bones, 
that:' nation is marching on to despotism in spite of its 
forms of liberty ; in like manner, the sounder nations 
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will find libert}" in spite of the forms of despotism. 
From all this comes the necessity for groat restrictions 
on electoral rights, the necessit 3 ’- for a strong aiUhority, 
the necessity for a povrerful religion which shall make 
the rich man the friend of the poor man, and teacli the 
poor entire resignation. Also there is urgent need of 
confining parliaments to questions of taxation, and the 
enrolment of the laws, taking from them the direct duty 
of law-making. Many minds form other ideas on this 
subject, I know. To-day, as in former days, w'e find, 
men searcliing ardently for the liigbest good, who desire 
to change the ordering of society to something wiser 
and better than at present. But innovations which tend 
towards complete social iq^sctting, must have a univer- 
sal sanction. To such innovators I advise patience. 
IVhcn 1 consider the time which was required for the 
establishment of Christianity, a moral revolution wdiicli 
was meant to bo purely pacific, I shudder to think of 
horrors of a revolution for material interests, and 
1 cling to the maintenance of existing institutions. To 
each his own thought, says Christianity; to each his 
own field, says modern law\ Modern law’' has placed 
itself in harmony with Christianity. To each Ms own 
t, is a consecration of the rights of intellect ; to 
each his owm field, is the consecration of the rights of 
property w'on by the toils of labor. C)ut of this comes 
society. Nature has founded human life on the senti- 
ment of self-preservation; social life is founded on 
self-interest. Those seem to me the essential politi- 
cal principles. In subordinating these two egotistic 
sentiments to the thought of a future life, religion 
softens the hardship of social contacts. Thus, God tem- 


The Country Bocton 181 

pers the sufferings that come through the friction of 
Interests by the sentiment of religion, wliidi has made 
self-forgetfulness a virtue, just as he has lessened, 
through the action of unknown laws, the frictions in the 
mechanism of his worlds. Christianity bids the poor 
to bear with the rich, and commands the rich to com- 
fort the miseries of the poor ; to me, tliose words are 
the essence of all laws, human or divine.’’ 

I, wdio am not a statesman,” said the notary, “ I call 
a sovereign the liquidator of a society that ouglit to 
be in a perpetual state of liquidation ; he transmits to 
his successor a capital equal to the one he received - — ” 
‘‘ I am not a statesman,” said Benassis, quickly. “ It 
only needs plain common-sense to improve tire condi- 
tion of a district, a village, or an arrondissemcnt. Tal- 
ent of coui’se is necessary to govern a departnieDt, but 
those four spheres of adminisiration have horizons which 
can be taken in at a glance by ordinary eyes ; their in- 
terests, however, are fastened to the greater interests 
of tire State by visil)le ties. In the higher regions all 
is on the larger scale ; the eye of a statesman ought to 
see the whole field from the vantage-gronnd on which 
he is placed. To produce much good in a department, 
an arrondissemcnt, a district, or a village, it is only 
necessary to foresee results for ten years ahead ; but 
when the nation is in question, a statesman roost fore- 
cast its destinies and measure its course throughout a 
centuiy. The genius of a Colbert and a Soil}’ is notii- 
ing unless it rests upon the will which made the jShipo- 
leoiis and the Cromwells. A great minister, messieurs, 
is a great thought, written upon all the 5’ears of I he 
(‘cmtiuy whose splendor and prosperity are his work. 
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Stability is the quality he most needs. Indeed, in all 
things human, is not stabilitj-' the highest expression of 
strength? We have seen too many men of late with 
ministerial ideas instead of national ideas, not to ad- 
mire the true statesman as one who presents to us the 
greatest of human poems. To look beyond the present 
and forestall destiny; to he above power, and to hold 
it only from a conviction of usefulness ; to lay aside his 
passions and all vulgar ambitions that he may remain 
master of his faculties, and foresee, decide, and act 
unceasingly; to make himself just and absolute ; to 
maintain order on the grandest scale ; to impose silence 
on his own heart, and listen only to his intellect ; to 
be neither trustful nor distrustful, neither grateful nor 
ungrateful, never unprepared for an event, nor sur- 
prised by an idea; to live, in short, by the esteem of 
the masses, and hold the mastery by spreading over 
them the wings of his own spirit, seeing, not the de- 
tails, but the consequences of everything, — is not that 
to be a little more than man ? The names of those 
great and glorious fathers of the nations should be held 
forever in popular remembrance.” 

There was a moment’s silence, during which the 
guests looked at each other. 

Messieurs, yon have said nothing of the arnu” 
cried Genestas. “ The military organization seems to 
me the true type for all good civil society; the sword 
is the guardian of a people.” 

/ “ Captain,” replied the justice of the peace, langhinp', 

; “ an old lawyer once said that empires began by the 
sword and ended with an inkstand ; we have got to 
: the inkstand.” 


The Country Doctor. 


183 


I 


Messieurs, now tliat we have settled the destinies 
of the world, let os talk of other things. Captain, take 
a glass of Hermitage,” cried the doctor, ga}%. 

‘‘ Two, rather than one,” said Genestas, holding out 
his glass ; “ I will drink them to jour health, as to that 
of a man who does honor to our species.” 

“ And w^hoin we love,” said the curate in a gentle 
voice. 

“ Monsieur Janvier, do 3^011 wash to make me commit 
the sin of pride ? 

“Monsieur le cure said in a Iow%mice ivliat-' all the 
district says in a loud one,” said Cainbon. 

“ Messieurs, I propose that w^e escort Monsieur Jan- 
vier to the parsonage ; it is bright moonlight.” 

“So be it,” said the guests, and they p)repared to 
accompaiij’ the curate. 

“ Now let ns go to my barn,” said the doctor, taking 
Genestas b}” the arm, after saying good-night to the 
curate and his other guests. “ And there, Captain 
Bluteau, you will hear about Napoleon. We sball fiid 
a few^ old cronies who will set Goguelat, the postman, 
to declaiming about the people’s god. Nicolle, my 
stable-man, w^as to put a ladder l\y wiiich wm can get 
into the ha3-loft through a window% and find a place 
where wre can see and hear all that goes on. A. veilMe, 
is worth the trouble, believe me. Come; it isn’t the 
first time I ’ve hicldeu in the liay to hear the tale of a 
soldier or some peasant yarn. But w^e must hide ; If 
these poor people see a stranger the}’ are constrained 
at once, and are no longer their natural selves.” 

“Eh! m3" dear host,” said Genestas, “haven’t I 
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often pretended to sleep, that I might listen to iny 
troopers round a bivouac ? I never laughed more 
heartily in the Paris theatres than I did at an account 
of the retreat from Moscow, told in fun, hy an old ser- 
geant to a lot of recruits who were afraid of war. He 
declared the French army slept in sheets, and drank its 
wine well-iced ; that the dead stood still in the roads ; 
Russia was white ; the^^ curried the horses with their 
teeth; those who liked to skate had lots of. fun, and 
those V ho fancied fi’ozen puddings ate their fill ; the 
women were usually cold, and the only thing that was 
really disagreeable was the want of hot water to shave 
with ; in short, he recounted such absurdities that an old 
quavtenn aster, who had had his nose frozen off and was 
known by the name of Nez-restant, laughed himself/^ 

‘‘ Hush,’^ said Benassis, “ here wm are ; I ’ll go first ; 
follow me.” 

The pair mounted the ladder and crouched in the hay, 
without being seen or heard by the people belows and 
placed themselves at ease, so that they could see and 
hear all that went on. The women were sitting in groups 
round the three or four candles that stood on the tables. 
Some were sewung, some knitting ; several sat idle, their 
necks stretched out and their heads and eyes turned to 
an old peasant who was telling a story. Most of the 
men w^ere standing, or lying on bales of hay. These 
groups, all perfectly silent, were scarcely visible in the 
flickering glimmer of the tallow-eandics encircled by 
glass bowls full of water, which concentrated the light 
in rays upon the women at work about the tables. The 
size of the barn, whose roof was dark and sombre, still 
further obscured the rays of light, which touched the 
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heads with unequal color, and brought out picturesque 
effects of light and shade. Here, the brown foreliead 
and the clear eyes of an eager little peasant-girl shone 
forth ; there, the rough brows of a few old men were 
sharply defined by a luminous band, whieh iiiade fan- 
tastic shapes of their worn and discolored garments. 
These various listeners, so diverse in their attitudes, all 
expressed on their motionless features the absolute 
abandoiiinent of their intelligence to the narrator. It 
was a curious picture, illustrating the enormous influ- 
ence exercised over every class of mind by poetry. In 
exacting from a story-teller the iiiarvelloiis that must 
still be simple, or the impossible that is almost believ- 
able, the peasant proves himself to be a true lover of 
tlie purest poetry. 

“Though the house had an evil look,” the peasant 
was saying as the new listeners settled themselves in 
the ha}^ “that poor hunchbacked woman was so tired 
after carrying her hemp to market that she went in ; 
besides, night was coming on. She asked for nothing 
but a place to sleep in ; as lor food, she pulled a crust 
out of her wallet and ate it. So then, the woman of 
the house, who was the wife of the brigands, not know- 
ing what they had agreed to do that night, welcomed 
the hunchback and put her in an upper room without a 
light. The poor thing threw herself on a miserable 
pallet, said her prayers, thought about her hemp, luid 
began to go to sleep ; but before she wvas fairly off, she 
lieard a noise, and saw two men come in with a lantern ; 
each of them held a knite. She was settled witli fear, 
because, don’t you see, the great lords liked patties 
made of human flesh, and in those days people made 
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tliem for them. But the old woman’s skin was as hard 
as horn, and she comforted herself by thinking that 
they’d know she was bad eating. The two men passed 
the hunchback and went to a bed that stood in the great 
attic, and in which they had put the gentleman with 
the big valise, who was supposed to be a necromancer. 
The tallest of the two men raised the lantern, and took 
the gentleman by the feet ; then the shortest — he that 
had pretended drunk — la^’' hold of his head, and cut it 
off in a twinkling, with one blo\r, — crack I Then thej’ 
left the head and the body lying there all in the blood, 
and stole the valise, and went awa3\ Now here’s the 
old wmian in a fine quandary wdiat to do. First she 
thought of getting away without being seen, not know- 
ing as yet that Providence had put her there for the 
glory of God and the punishment of the crime. She 
was afraid, and when people are afraid tlie^y don’t 
trouble themselves about other things. But the woman 
of the house frightened the brigands by asking about the 
hunchback, and so they came sofdy back, op the little 
wooden staircase. The poor creature crouched in a 
heap with fear, and heard them disputing in a low 
voice: ‘■I tell 3*011 to kill her.’ ‘We mustn’t kill 
her.’ ‘ Kill her, I sa3*.’ ‘ No ! ’ The old w*omaii, who 

was n’t a fool, sluit up her eyes and pretended to sleep. 
She lay like an infant, with her hand on her heart, and 
breathing as easy as a cherub. The man that held the 
lantern opened the slide and flashed the light on the 
eyes of the old woman ; but she never winked, for she 
WMs afraid of her life. ‘ Don’t you see she sleeps like 
a dormouse ? ’ saj’s the tall one. ^ Old women are so 
sly,’ answers the short one ; ‘ I shall kill lier, and ttien 
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.well ,:be easy, , .We can salt, her,; and feed her to the 
pigs.’ Tlioogli she heard eveiy word of this, the old 
hunchback never stirred. ‘ Well, well, she really Is 
asleep,’ said the short bull}", seeing that she did if fc 
budge. That ’s how she saved her life. And you 
well SRV she was courageous. There ’s not maiyy young 
girls here that would breathe like the cherubim if the}" 
heard talk of pigs. The two brigands then began to 
carry away the dead man. The^^ rolled him up in a 
sheet and flung him into the courtyard ; and the old 
hunchback heai’d the pigs grunting ‘hon, lion!’ ami 
hustling about to eat him. 

“ So then, the next daj^” resumed the narrator, after 
a pause, “ the liunchbaek left the house, aft(u* paying 
tw^o sous for her lodging. She took her wallet, lie- 
haved as if nothing had happened, asked the news of 
the neighborhood, went out quietly, and then, you may 
think slie ran away. Not at all ; fear clogged her legs, 
— but to her great good luck, as you shall see. She 
had n’t gone half a mile when she saw one of the brig- 
ands fbllowdng her, to spy if she really had seen noth- 
ing. She guessed what he was after, and sat down on 
a stone. ‘ What’s the matter, n\y good woman? ’ said 
the short brigand, — for it was the short one, the worst 
of., the two, that was .-after her. " ‘Ah, 'iiiy .good man,’ 
she ; answered, “my wallet is so heavy, and I’m so 
tired I' I do' want the -arm of an honest .man to get 
.home on ’ (you. see she was a sly one) So tlieii the brig- 
and offered to accompany her. She accepted. Tlie 
man. took her orra in his to see "if 'she was afraid. Iley I 
the. woman did if t tremble a '.bit,-, and walked along quite, 
at her ease. So tliere they were, talking agriciiltiire and 
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:tbe,.best' way : to''gro hemp, till they got to. tbe en- 
■ trance of tlie town where tlie haiicbback lived, and 
then the brigand left. her,' for'fear of iiiee ting some one 
who w^ould bring- him to justice. The woman got home 
at noon, and thought' over all the events of her jonniey, 
and of the night before, while waiting for her husband. 
The hemp-grower . came, home towards evening. He 
was'liung-ry and wanted food. ' While she wurs greas- 
ing'her pan to fry him - something, she told how she 
had sold the ' hemp, and. went on gossiping^ womaii- 
fasluon ; but. she. did if t say a word ■ about the pigs, or 
tlie gentleman who was robbed and murdered and eaten. 
She fired her greas}* pan, so as to dean it; but when 
she came to wipe it, it was full of blood. ‘ What did 
you put into it? ’ she saj^s to her Iiiisband. ‘ Nothingf 
he answers.' She thought she must have got some 
ivoman’s crotchet in her head, so she put the pan back 
on the lire. Behold ! down came a head through the 
diininey. ‘ Just look at that!’ said the old woman ; 

‘ if it is ift the very head of the dead man. Goodness I 
how he looks 'at me. What can he want?' That y.ou 
amnge me I ’ :■ said ^ a -voiee. - ■ ‘ WTiat 'a' fool are 1 ’ 
-said the hemp-grower; ‘you ’re as blind as a mole, and 
3’oii haven’t got common-sense. W'ith that he takes 
the head, , which ■'•bit', his ■ fingers, and flung it into the 
yard. ‘'Make me an omelet,’ he said, ‘and don’t you 
worry about that ; it ’s a cat’ ‘ A cat I ’ slie cried ; 

‘ wdiy, it was as round as a ball.' She put her frying- 
pan on the fire and, lo and behold ! down came a leg. 
Same thing over again. The man, wiro was n’t an}'' 
more surprised to see the leg than he had la^en to see 
'the beadj laid hold of it and threw it into the yard- 
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To cut a. long story short, the other leg, two arms, the 
body, and the whole of the murdered traveller eame 
down the chimney, one after the other. No omelet, of 
course. The old hemp -man got very hungry. ^ By the 
powers above I ’ said be, ‘if my omelet is n’t made, I’il 
find a way of settling that man.’ ‘ Then you do admit 
it is a man?’ said the hunchback. ‘ Why did you stand 
me out just now that it was n’t a head, you great plague, 
you?’ The old woman broke tbe eggs and fi-ied the 
omelet, and served it without any further grumbling, 
for the squabble made her rather uneasy. The Iius» 
band sat down and began to eat. The hunclilKick, who 
was frightened, said she was n’t hungi*y. Tap, tap I came 
a knock on the door. ‘ Come,’ said the homp-gnnver. 
In walked the dead traveller, who sat down on a storh 
and said : ‘ Remember God, who gives eternal peace to 
those who believe in His name! Woman, thou didst 
see me put to death, and thou hast said nothing! I 
have been eaten hy hogs ! Hogs cannot enter })a]'a<lise. 
Therefore I, who am a Christian, must go to hell, be- 
cause a woman holds her tongue. Sneh a thing wuis 
never known before. Thou must deliver me,’ — and 
much more such talk. The hunchback, who was getting 
more and more frightened, cleaned up her frying-pan, 
put on her Sunday clothes, and went and told the truth 
to the justice ; so the crime was found out, and the 
robbers were very properl}^ broken on the wiieel in the 
market-place. After this the couple had what wuis 
much , more agreeable to them, to wit, a male child, 
who became in course of time a king’s baron. Now 
that’s the true story of the' Courageous Hunchbacked 
Woman,” 
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‘‘ I don^t like such stories/’ said the Fosseuse, 
‘‘they make me dream. I prefer the adventures of 
Napoleon.” 

“That’s right,” said the game-keeper. “Come, 
Monsieur Goguelat, tell ns about the Emperor.’^ 

“ The evening is half over,” said the postman, “ and 
I don’t like to shorten the victories.” 

“ Neveivmind ; go on ! You ’ve told them so many 
times we know them all by heart ; but it is always a 
pleasure to hear them again.” 

“ Yes I tell us about the Emperor,” cried many voices 
together. 

“ Since 3 "oii wish it,” replied Goguelat. “ But you’ll 
see it is n’t worth much wdieii I have to tell it on the 
double-quick, charge! I’d rather tell about a battle. 
Shall I tell about Champ- Aubert, where we used up all 
the cartridges and spitted tlie enenyy on our bayonets ? ” 

“No I no I the Emperor ! the Ein peror ! ” 

The veteran rose from his bale of haj’ and cast upon 
the assemblage I that black look laden with miseries, 
emergencies, and sufferings, which distinguishes the 
faces of old soldiers.] He seized his jacket by the two 
front flaps, raised them as if about to pack t!ie knap- 
sack which formerly held his clothes, his shoes, and all 
his fortune ; then he threw the w^flght of his bodj^ on 
his left leg, advanced the right, and yielded wdtii a good 
grace to the demands of the company. After pushing 
his gi*ay hair to one side to show his forehead, he raised 
his head tow^ards heaven that he might, as it were, put 
iiimself on the level of the gigantic history he 'was about 
to relate. 

“You see, friends, Napoleon was bom in Cor- 
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sica, a French island, warmed by- the son of Italy, 
where It is like a furnace, and where the people kill 
eaeh other, from father to son, all about iiotliing : that’s 
a they have. To begin with' the marvel of the 
thing, — his mother, who wms the handsomest wT)ioun of 
her time, and a knowing one, bethought herself of detlh 
eating Mm to Clod, so that he might escape the dangers 
of his childhood and future life ; for she had d reamed that 
the 'work! w^as set on lire the day he was born. And 
indeed it was a prophecy ! So she asked God to protect 
him, on condition that Napoleon should restore His holy 
religion, which was then cast to the ground. Well, that 
was agreed upon, and we shall see what eaine of it. 

“ Follow^ me closely, and tell me if what you hear is 
in the nature of man. 

“ Sure and certain it is that none but a man wiio 
conceived the idea of making a compact wit!) God 
conicl have passed unhurt through the enemy’s lines, 
through cannon-balls, and discharges of grape-shot that 
swept the rest of us off like flies, and always respected 
Ms head. I had proof of that — ■ I myself — at Eylau. 
I see him now, as he rode up a height, took his field- 
glass, looked at the battle, and said, ^ All goes well.’ 
One of those plumed busy-bodies, wdio plagued him 
considerably and followed him everywhere, even to Ills 
meals, so they said, thought to play the wag, and 
took the Emperor’s place as he rode awary. Ho ! in a 
twinkling, head and plume were off! You must iiiKler- 
stand that Napoleon had promised to keep the secret of 
Ms compact all to himself. That’s 'wdiy all those who 
foliowmd him, even his nearest friends, fell like nuts, — 
Duroc, Bessieres, Lannes, — all'strong aS' S'teel bars, 
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though he could bend them as he pleased. Besides, — 
to prove he was the child of God, and made to be the 
father of soldiers, — was he ever known to be iieiitenant 
or captain? no, no; commander-io-ehief from the start, 
lie did ift look to be more than twenty-four years of 
age when he was an old general at the taking of Tou- 
lon, where he first began to show the others that they 
knew nothing about manoeuvring cannon. 

After that, down came our slip of a general to com- 
mand the grand army of Ital}^ which had n’t bread, nor 
munitions^ nor shoes, nor coats, — poor army, as naked 
as a w’orm. ^My friends,’ said he, ‘ here we are together. 
Get it into your pates that fifteen days from now you 
will be conquerors, — new clothes, good gaiters, famous 
shoes, and every man with a great-coat ; but, my children, 
to got these things you must march to Milan where they 
are.’ And we marched. France, crushed as fiat as a 
bed-bug, straightened up. w^ere thirty’ thousand 

bare-feet against eight^^ thousand Austrian bullies, all 
fine men, w^ell set-iip. I see ’em now ! But Napoleon 
— he was then only Bonaparte — he knew iiow^ to put 
the courage into us! We marched by night, and 
we marched by day; we slapped their faces at Monte- 
notte, we thrashed them at llivoli, Lodi, Arcole, Mil- 
lesimo, and w^e never let ’em up. A soldier gets the 
taste of conquest. So Napoleon whirled round those 
Austrian generals, who did n’t know wdiere to poke 
themselves to get out of his way, and he pelted ’em 
well, — nipped off ten thousand men at a blow some- 
times, by getting round them with fifteen hundred 
Frenchmen, and then he gleaned as he pleased. He 
took their cannon, their supplies, their money, their 
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iBiiiiitioiis, in short, all they had that was good to take. 
He fought them and beat them on the mountains, lie 
drove, them into the idvers and seas, he bit ’em in the 
air, he devoured ’em on the ground, and he lashed ’em 
everywhere. Hey ! tiie grand army feathered itself 
well; for, d’ye see, the Emperor, who was also a wit, 
called up the inhabitants and told them lie was there to 
deliver them. So after that the natives lodged and 
cherished, us; the women too, and' veiy judicious they 
w'ere. Now here’s the end of it. In Yentose, — 
in those times that wuxs the month of Mardi of to-day, 
— we lay cuddled in a eoruer of Savoie with the mar- 
mots ; and yet, before that campaign was over, we were 
masters of Italy, just as Napoleon had predicted ; aiid 
by the following March — in a single year and two eani- 
paigns — lie had brought ns wdthin sight of Vienna. 
’T was a clean sweep. We devoured their armies, one' 
after the otlier, and made an end of four Austrian 
generals. One old fellow', wdth white hair, w'as roasted 
like a rat in the straws at Mantua. Kings begged for 
merc.y on their knees ! Peace wms w'on. 

‘‘Could a man have done that? No; God helped 
him, to a certainty ! 

“ He divided himself up like the loaves in the Gos- 
pel, commanded the battle by da}', planned it by night ; 
going and coming, for the sentinels saw^ him, — ^ never 
eating, never sleeping. So, seeing these prodigies, the. 
soldiers adopted him for their father. Forward, march ! 
Then those others, the rulers in Paris, seeing this, said 
to themselves : ‘ Here ’s a bold one tliat seems to get 
his ortiers' from the skies ; he’s likely to'put liis |>aw on 
France. We must let him : loose on Asia ; we will send 
13 ■' : 
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liim to America, perhaps that will satisfy him/ But 
him, as it was for Jesus Christ. 
The command went forth that he should go to Egypt. 
See, again, his resemblance to the Son of God. But 
that ’s not all. He called together liis best veterans, 
Ills fire-eaters, the ones he had partieiilarh’ put the 
devil into, and he said to them like this : ‘ My friends, 
they have given us Egypt to chew up, just to keep iis 
busy, but we ’ll swallow it whole in a couple of cam- 
paigns, as we did Italy. The common soldiers shall be 
princes and have the land for their own. Forward, 
march! ’ ‘Forward, march I ’ cried the sergeants, and 
there we were at Toulon, road to Egypt. At that time 
the English had all their ships in the sea ; but when W’e 
emharkecb Napoleon said, ‘ They won't see ns. It is ) 
just as well that you should know from this time forth ( 
that your general has got his star in the sky, wiiich 
guides and protects us.’ What was said wms done. 
Passing over the sea, we took Malta like an orange, 
just to quench his thirst for victory ; for he was a man 
who could n’t live and do nothing. 

So here we are in Egypt. Good. Once here, other 
orders. The Egyptians, d’ ye see, are men who, ever 
since the earth was, have had giants for sovereigns, and 
armies as numerous as ants ; for, you must understand, 
that’s the land of genii and crocodiles, where they’ve 
built pyramids as big as our mountains, and buried tiieir 
kings under them to keep them frcsli, — an idea that 
pleased ’em mightil}'. So then, after we disembarked, 
the Little Corporal said to us, ‘ My children, the coun- 
try you are going to conquer has a lot of gods that you 
must respect ; because Frenchmen ought to ])e friends 
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with everj^bodj, and fight the nations without vexing 
the inhabitants. Get it into your skulls that you are 
not to touch anything at first, for it is all going to be 
yours soon. Forward, march I ^ So far, so good. But 
all those people of Africa, to wdioin Napoleon was fore- 
told under the name of Kebir-Bonaberdis, — a word of 
tiieir lingo that means ‘ the sultan fires,’ — were afraid 
as the devil of him. So the Grand-Turk, and Asia, ami 
Africa, had recourse to magic. They sent os a demon, 
named the Mahdi, supposed to have descended from 
heaven on a white horse, which, like its master, w’as 
bullet-proof; and both of them lived on air, without food 
to support them. There are some that sa}’ they saw 
them ; l)iit I can’t give you any reasons to make you 
certain al)out that. The rulers of Arabia and the 
Mamelukes tiled to make their troopers believe that the 
Mahdi could keep them from perishingMn battle ; and 
they pretended he was an angel sent from lK3aA'eii to 
fight Napoleon and get back Solomon’s seal. Solomon’s 
seal was part of their paraphernalia which they vowed 
our general had stolen. You must understand tliat we ’d 
given ’em a good many ’wry faces, in spite of what he 
had said to us. 

“Now, tell me how they knew^ that Napoleon had a 
pact with God ? W as that natural, d’ ye think ? 

“ They held to it in their minds that Napoleon coin* 
manded the genii, and could passliither and thither in 
the twinkling of an eye, like a bird. The Ikct is, he. 
was everywhere. At last, it came to liis carrying olT a 
queen, beautiful as the dawm, for whom he had ofierinl 
all his treasure, and diamonds as big as pigeon’s eggs, 
a bargain whicli the Mameluke to whom siie particii- 
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laHy belonged positively refused, altliougli lie bad sev- 
eral others. Such matters, when they come to that pass, 
can’t be settled without a great many battles ; and, 
indeed, there was no scarcity of battles ; there was 
fighting enough to please everybody. We were in line 
at Alexandria, at Gizeh, and before the Pyramids ; we 
niarclied in the sun and through the sand, wdiere some, 
who had the dazzles, saw winter that they could n’t 
drink, and shade where their flesh was roasted. But 
we made short work of the Mainelukes ; and everybody 
else yielded at tlie voice of Napoleon, who took pos- 
session of Upper and Lower Egypt, Arabia, and even 
tlie capitals of kingdoms that were no more, wdiere 
there w’ere thousand of statues and all the plagues of 
Egypt, more particularly lizards, — a mammoth of a 
country where everybody could take his acres of land 
for as little as he pleased. Well, wdiile Napoleon was 
busy with his afl'airs inland, — w'liere he had it in his 
head to do fine things, — the English burned his fleet 
at Aboiikir ; for they were always looking aliout them 
to annoy us. But Napoleon, wdio had the res[)ect of 
the East and of the AVest, wiiom the Pope called his 
son, and the cousin of Mohammed called ‘ his dear 
fatiier,’ resolved to punish England, and get hohl of 
India in exchange for his fleet. He was just about to 
take us across the Red Sea into Asia, a country where 
there are diamonds tind gold to pay the soldiers and 
palaces for bivouacs, w^hen the Mahdi made a treaty 
with the Plague, and sent it dowm to hinder our victo- 
ries. Halt ! The army to a man defiled at that parade ; 
and few they were who came back on their feet. Dying 
soldiers couldn’t take Saint-Jean d’Acre, though they 
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rushed at it three times with generous and martial 
obstinacy’. The Plague was the strongest^ No saying 
to that eneni}", ‘My good friend.’ Eveiy soldier lay 
ill. Napoleon alone w-as fresh as a rose, and the wdiole 
army saw him drinking in pestilence without its doing 
him a bit of harm. 

‘‘ Ha I my iTiends I will you tell me that that ^ s in the 
nature of a mere man ? 

“ The Mamelukes, knowing were all in the ambu- 
lances, thought they could stop the w^ay ; but that sort 
of Joke woo hi n’t do with Napoleon. So he said to his 
demons, his veterans, those that had the toughest hide, 

‘ Go, clear me the wa 3 %’ Junot, a sabre of tlie first cut, 
and his particular friend, took a thousand men, no 
more, and ripped up the anny of the pacha who had 
had the presumption to put himself in the way. After 
that, we came back to headquarters at Cairo. Now, 
here’s another side of the story. Napoleon absent, 
France was letting herself be ruined b,y the rulei'S in 
Paris, who kept back the pay of the soldiers of the 
other armies, and their clothing, and their rations ; 
left them to die of hunger, and expected them to lay 
down the law to the universe without taking any tr’oiil 4c 
to help them. Idiots I who amused themselves by chat- 
tering, instead of putting their own hands in the dough. 
Well, that’s how it happened that our armies were 
beaten, and the frontiers of France were encroached 
upon: The Man w^as not there. Now observe, I say 
?nan because that ’s what tlie^^ called him ; but ’t was 
nonsense, for he had a star and all its belongings; ii 
wnis we who were only men. He taught history to 
Fraiice after his lamous battle of Aboukir, where, wille 
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out iosiiig more than three hundred men, and with a 
single division, he vanquished the grand arm}* of the 
Turk, seventy-five thousand strong, and iiiistled more 
than half of it into the sea, iM'-rah I 

That was his last thunder-clap in Egypt. He said 
to himself, seeing the w^ay things were going in Paris, 
‘ I am the saviour of France. I know it, and I must 
go.’ But, understand me, the amiy didn’t know he 
w^as going, or they ’d have ke^^t him by force and made 
him Emperor of the East. So now 'we were sad ; for 
He was gone wdio was all our joy. He left the com- 
mand to Kleber, a big mastiff, wdio came oif duty at 
Cairo, assassinated by an Egyptian, whom they put to 
death by empaling him on a ba^met ; that’s the waj' 
they guillotine people down there. But it makes ’em 
suffer so much that a soldier had pity on the criminal 
and“gave him his canteen ; and then, as soon as the 
Egyptian had drunk his fill, he gave up the ghost with 
all the pleasure in life. But that’s a trifle we could n’t 
laugh at then. Napoleon embarked in a cockleshell, a 
little skiff that was nothing at all, though ’t was called 
‘ Fortune ; ’ and in a twinkling, under the nose of Eng- 
land, who was blockading him witli ships of the line, 
fiigates, and anything that could hoist a sail, he crossed 
over, and there he wms in France. For he always had 
tlie power, mind you, of crossing the seas at one 
straddle. 

“ Was that a human man? Bali ! 

“ So, one minute he is at Frejus, the next in Paris. 
There, the}’' all adore him ; but he summons the govern- 
ment. ‘What have you clone with m3' children, the 
soldiers?’ he says to the lawyers. ‘You’re a mob of 
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rascally scribblers ; are making France a mess of 
pottage, and snapping joiir fingers at what people tliiiife 
of yon* It won’t do ; and I speak the opinion of e\"ery- 
bodj^’ >So, on that, the}’ wanted to battle with hiiiii 
and kill him — click ! he had ’em locked np in barracks, 
or flying oat of windows, or drafted among his fol- 
lowers, where they were as mute as fishes, and as pli- 
able as a quid of tobacco. After that stroke — consul I 
And then, as it was not for him to doubt the Supreme 
Being, he ful filled his promise to the good God, who, 
you see, had kept His word to him. He gave Him back 
his churches, and re-established His religion ; the bells 
rang for God and for him: and lo! everybody was 
pleased ; primo^ the priests, whom he sa ved from 1 te- 
ing harassed; secundo^ the bourgeois, who thooght 
only of their trade, and no longer had to fear the 
piamus of the law, which had got to be unjust ; j'er/w, 
the nobles, for he forbade the}’ should be killed, as, 
unfortunately, the people had got the habit of doing. 

‘‘But he still had the Eneni}’ to wipe out; and he 
wasn’t the man to go to sleep at a mess-table, because, 
d’ ye see, bis eye looked over the whole earth as if it 
were no bigger than a man’s head. So then he ap- 
peared in Italy, like as though he had stuck his head 
through the window. One glance was enough. The 
Austrians were swallowed np at IMarengo like so mau}’ 
gudgeons by a whale ! Ouf ! The French eagles saug 
their pagans so loud that all the world heard them — 
and it sufficed I ^ We won’t play that game any more,” 
said the Gleniian, ‘Eiioiigh, enough!’ said all the 
rest. To sum up: Europe backed down, England’ 
knocked under. General peace; and the kings and 
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tlie peoples made believe kiss each other. That’s the 
time when the Emperor invented the Legion of honor — 
and a fine thing, too. ‘In France this is what he 
said at Boulogne before the whole army — f every man 
is brave. So the citizen who does a fine action sliali 
be sister to the soldier, and the soldier shall be liis 
brother, and the two shall be one under the flag of 
honor.’ 

“ We, who were down in Egypt, now came home. 
All was changed ! He left us general, and hey! in a 
twinkling we found him Emperor. France gave her- 
self to him, like a fine girl to a lancer. When it 
\vas done — to the satisfaction of all, as yon may 
say — a sacred ceremony took place, the like of wliicli 
was never seen under the canopy of the skies. The 
Pope and the cardinals, in their red and gold vestments, 
crossed the Alps expressly to crown him before the 
army and the people, wdio clapped their hands. There 
is one thing that I should do very wrong not to tell 
you. In Egypt, in the desert close to Syria, the Eed 
Man came to him on the Mount of Moses, and said, 
‘ All is well.’ Then, at Marengo, the night before the 
victory, the same Red Man appeared before him for the 
second time, standing erect and saying : ‘ Thou shalt 
see the world at th}’ feet; thou shalt be Emperor of 
France, King of Itab'', master of Holland, sovereign of 
Spain, Portugal, and the Illyrian provinces, protector 
of Germany, saviour of Poland, first eagle of the Legion 
of honor — all.’ This Red Man, you understand, was 
his genius, his spirit, — a sort of satellite who served 
him, as some say, to eomniunicate with Ms star. I 
never really believed that. But the Red Man Mmself 
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is a true fact. Napoleon spoke of hini, and said lie 
eaine to him in troubled moments, and lived in tlie 
palace of the Tuileries under the roof. >80, on the day 
of the coronation, Napoleon saw him for the third time ; 
and they were in consultation over many things. 

‘‘After that, Napoleon went to Milan to be crowned 
king of Italy, and there the grand triumph of the soldier 
began. Everj?' man who could write w’’as made an 
officer. Down came pensions ; it rained duchies ; treas- 
ures poured in for the staff which didn’t cost France a 
penny; and the Legion of honor provided incomes for 
the private soldiers, — of which I receive mine to this 
da}’. So here were the armies maintained as never 
before on this earth. But besides that, the Emperor, 
knowing that he wms to be the emperor of the whole 
world, bethought him of the bourgeois, and to please 
them he built fairy monuments, after their own ideas, in 
places where I’ouhl never think to find any. For in* 
stance, suppose you were coining back from Spain and 
going to Berlin — well, you \1 hud triumphal arches along 
the way, with common soldiers sculptured on the stone, 
every bit the same as generals. In two or three years, 
and w’ithoiit imposing taxes on any of you, Napoleon 
fllied his vaults with gold, built palaces, made bridges, 
roads, scholars, fetes, laws, vessels, harbors, and spent 
millions upon millions, — such enormous sums that he 
could, so they tell me, have paved France from end to 
end with five-franc pieces, if he had had a mind to. 

“Now, when he sat at ease on his tlirone, and was 
master of all, so that Europe wmited his permission to 
do his bidding, he remembered ills four brothers and 
Ms three sisters, and he said to ns, .as it might be l« 


202 


The Country Doctor. 


conversation, in an order of the ‘ Mj’ children, is 
it right that the blood relations of your Emperor should 
be begging their bread? No. I wish to see them in 
splendor like myself. It becomes, therefore, absolutely 
necessary to conquer a kingdom for eacli of them, — to 
the end that Frenchmen may be masters over all lands, 
that the soldiers of the Guard shall make the whole 
earth tremble, that France may spit where she likes, 
and that all the nations shall say to her, as it is written 
on my copper coins, ‘‘ God ^orotects yov / ” ’ ^ Agreed ! ’ 
cried the army. ‘ 'We'll go fish for thy kingdoms witli 
our bayonets.’ Ha ! there was no backing down, don’t 
you see ! If he had taken it into his head to conquer 
the moon, we should have made ready, packed knap- 
sacks, and clambered up ; happily, he did n’t think of 
it. The kings of the countries, who liked their com- 
fortable thrones, were, naturally, loathe to budge, and 
had to have their ears pulled ; so then — Forward, 
march! We did march; we got there; and the earth 
once more tremhled to its centre. Iley ! the men and 
the shoes he used up in those days I The enemy dealt 
us such blows that none but the grand army could have 
borne the fatigue of it. But you are not ignorant that 
a Frenchman is born a philosopher, and knows that a 
little sooner, or a little later, he has got to die. So 
we were ready to die witliout a word, for we liked to 
see the Emperor doing that on the geographies.” 

Here the narrator nimbly described a circle with his 
foot on the floor of the barn. 

‘‘And Napoleon said, ‘There, that’s to be a king- 
dom.’ And a kingdom it was. Ha I the good times ! 
The colonels were generals ; the generals, marshals ; 
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and the marshals, kings. There’s one of ’em still on 
his throne, to prove it to Europe ; but he ’s a Gascon 
and a traitor to France for keeping that crown ; and 
he doesn’t blush for shame as he ought to do, be- 
cause crowns, don’t 3'ou see, are made of gold. I who 
am speaking to you, I have seen, in Paris, eleven kings 
and a mob of princes suiToniidiiig Napoleon like the 
ra\’s of the son. You understand, of course, that e veiy 
soldier had the chance to mount a throne, provided 
alwa^^s he had the merit ; so a corporal of the Guard 
was a sight to be looked at as he walked along*, for each 
man had his share in the victory, and ’t was plainly >set 
forth in the bulletin. What victories they were ! Axis- 
terlitz, where the arm}" manmuvred as if on parade ; 
Eyiaii, where we drowuied the Russians in a lake, as 
though Napoleon had blown them into it with the breath 
of his moiitli ; Wagram, where the army fought for tliree 
days without grumbling. We won as many battles as 
there are saints in the calendar. It was proved then be- 
yond a doubt, that Napoleon had the sword of God in 
his scabbard. The soldiers wxre his triends ; he made 
them his children ; he looked after us, he saw that we 
had shoes, and shirts, and great-coats, and bread, and 
cartridges ; but he always kept up his majesty ; for, 
don’t you see, ’t was his business to reign. No matter 
for that, however ; a sergeant, and even a common sol- 
dier, could say to him, ‘ ray Emperor,’ just as j'ou say to 
me sometimes, ^my good friend.’ He gave us an an- 
swer if W'G appealed to liim ; he slept in the snow like 
the rest of us ; and, indeed, he had almost the air of ti 
human man. I wdio. speak to 3’'ou, I have seen him 
with his feet among the grapeshot, and no more uneaBj 
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than you are now, — standing steady, looking tliroiigh 
liis field-glass, and minding his business. 'T was that 
kept the rest of us quiet. I don’t know how he did it, 
but when he spoke, he made our hearts burn wutiiiii us ; 
and to show him we were his children, incapable of 
balking, did n’t we rush at the mouths of tiie rascal!}^ 
cannon, that belched and vomited shot and shell with- 
out so much as saying, ‘ Look out! ’ Why I the dying 
must needs raise their heads to salute him and cry, 

^ Long live the Emperor ! * 

I ask you, wais that natural? W'ould they have done 
that for a hutnan man ? 

“Well, after he had settled the W’orid, the Empress 
Josepliine, his wife, a good w^oinan all the same, man- 
aged matters so that she did not bear him any children, 
and he 'was obliged to give her up, though he loved her 
considerably. But, you see, he had to iiave little ones 
for reasons of state. Hearing of this, all the sover- 
eigns of Europe quarrelled as to wliicli of them should 
give him a wife. And he inariied, so they told us, an 
Austrian archduchess, daughter of Caesar, an ancient 
man alx)ut ■whom people talk a good deal, and not in 
France only, — where any one will tell you wbat he did, 
— hut in Europe. It is all true, for I myself wlio 
address you at this moment, I have been on the Danube, 
and have -seen the remains of a bridge built by that 
man, who, it seems, w^as a relation of Napoleon in 
Borne, and that ’s how the Emperor got the inheritance 
of that city for his son. So after the marriage, wliich 
was a Icte for the whole world, and in honor of which 
he released the people of ten years’ taxes, — which they 
had to pay all the same, however, because the assessors 
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■dkl n’t ^take." account of wkat ke said, — liis wife had a 
little one, wlio was King of Eoine. Now, there ’s a 
thing that had never been seen on this earth; never 
before was a ehild born 'a ldng with his hiliier living. 
On that day a balloon went np in Paris to tell the news 
to' Eome, and that balloon made the journey in one 
day I 

“ Now, is there an^^ man among you who will stand 
lip here and declare to me that all that was ho man? 
No ; it Vi m /written above ; and may the scurvy seize 
’em who deny that he was sent by God liiniself' for the- 
triumph of France •! 

P'Well, here’s the .Emperor. of Eussia, that used' to 
be his friend, he gets angrj' because Napoleon did n’t 
marry a Eiissian; so he joins with the English, oiir 
enemies, — to whom our Emperor always wanted to say 
a couple of words in their burrows, only he was pre- 
vented, Napoleon gets angry too ; an end had to be 
put to such doings ; so he says to us : ‘ Soldiers 1 yon 
have been masters of every capital in Europe, except 
Moscow, which is now the ally of England. To con- 
quer England, and India which belongs to the English, 
it becomes our peremptory duty to go to Moscow.’ 
Tiien he assembled the greatest arm}" that ever trailed 
its gaiters over the globe ; and so marvellously in hand 
it was that he reviewed a million of men in one day. 
‘ Hoorra I ’ ^ cried the Eussians. Down came all Russia 
and those animals of Cossacks in a iock. ’T was nation 
against nation, a general hurly-burly, and lieware who 
.could ^ Asia against Europe,’' as.- the Red Man had 
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foretold to Napoleon, ‘Enoiigli/ cried the Emperor, 

‘ I ’ll be ready.’ 

“ So now, sure enough, came all the kings, as the 
Red Man had said, to lick Napoleon’s hand I Austria, 
Prussia, Bavaria, Saxony, Poland, Italy, every one of 
them were with ns, flattering ns ; ah, it -was fine I The 
eagles never cawed so loud as at those parades, perched 
high above the banners of all Europe. The Poles were 
bursting with joy, because 'Napoleon was going to re- 
lease them; and that’s why France and Poland are 
brothers to this day. ‘ Russia is ours,’ cried the array. 
We plunged into it well-supplied ; we marched and 
marched, — no Russians. At last we found the brutes 
entrenched on the banks of the Moskova. That ’s where 
I won ray cross, and I ’ve got the riglit to say it was 
a damnable battle. This was how it came about. The 
Emperor was anxious. He had seen the Red Man, who 
said to him, ‘ My son, 3 ’ou are going too fast for your 
feet ; you will lack men ; friends will betray you.’ So 
the Emperor oflered peace. But before signing, Let 
us drub those Russians ! ’ he said to us. ‘ Done ! ’ cried 
the army. ‘ Forward, march ! ’ said the sergeants. My 
clothes were in rags, my shoes worn out, from trudging 
along those roads, which are very uncoinfortable ones ; 
but no matter ! I said to myself, ^ As it ’s the last of 
our earthquakings, I ’ll go into it, tooth and nail ! ’ 
We were drawn up in line before the great ravine, — 
front seats, as ’t were. Signal given; and seven hun- 
dred pieces of artillery began a conversation that woiihl 
bring the blood from your ears. Then — must do jus- 
tice to one’s enemies — the Russians let themselves be 
killed like Frenchmen; thej" wouldn’t give way; we 
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could H’t advance. « Forward ! ’ some one cried, Vliere 
comes the Emperor ! ’ True enough ; he passed at a 
gallop, waving his hand to let us know we most take 
the redoubt He inspired us ; on we ran, I w\as the 
first in the ravine. Hal my God! how the lieutenants 
fell, and the colonels, and the soldiers ! No matter! 
all the more shoes for those that had none, and epau- 
lets for the clever ones who knew how to read. ‘ Vic- 
tory ! ’ cried the whole line ; ‘ Victoiy ! ’ — aiHl, would 
you believe it? a thing never seen before, there lay 
tiventy-five thousand Frenchmen on the ground . ’T was 
like mowing down a wheat-field; onl^’ in place of the 
ears of wheat pot the heads of men I We were sobered 
by this time, — those who were left alive. The Maj? 
rode up ; we made the circle round him. Ha ! he knew 
how to cajole his children ; he could be amiable wlien 
he liked, and feed ’em with w’ords when their stomaelis 
wx‘re ravenous with the hunger of wolves. Flatterer! 
he distributed the crosses liimself, he uncovered to the 
dead, and then he cried to us, ‘Onl to Moscow ! ’ 
‘ To Moscow I ’ answered the army. 

‘‘We took Moscow. W^ould you believe it? the Rus- 
sians burned their own cit}’ ! ’T was a haystack six 
miles square, and it blazed for two days. The biiikl- 
ings crashed like slates, and showers of melted iron 
and lead rained down upon us, which was naturally 
horrible. I may say to you plainly, it was like a flash 
of lightning on our disasters. The Emperor said, 
‘“We have done enough ; my soldiers shall rest liere,’ 
So wc' rested awhile, just to get, the breath into our 
bodies, and the fiesh on our. bones,, for we were really 
'tired. , We ■ took possession of .the , golden cross that 
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was oil the Kremlin ; and every soldier brought away 
with him a small fortune. But out there the winter 
sets in a month earlier, — a thing those fools of science 
did ift properly explain. So, coming back, tlie cold 
nipped us. No longer an army — do you hear me ? — 
no longer an}” generals, no longer a,i\y sergeants even. 

] ’T was the reign of wretchedness and luinger, — a reign 
' of equality at last. No one thought of anything but to 
see France once more; no one stooped to pick up his 
gun or Ms money if he dropped them ; each man fol- 
lowed his nose, and went as he pleased without caring 
for glory. The weather was so bad the Emperor could n’t ( 
see his star ; there was something between him and the I 
skies. Poor man ! it made him ill to sec liis eagles fly- 
ing away from victory. Ah! ’twas a mortal blow, you 
may believe me. 

‘fWell, we got to the Beresina. My friends, I can 
afflrm to you by all that is most sacred, by my honor, 
that since mankind came into the world, never, never, 
was there seen such a fricassee of an arn\y — guns, 
carriages, artillery-wagons — in the midst of such 
snows, under such relentless skies ! Tiie miuszles of 
the muskets burned our hands if we touched them, the 
iron was so cold. It was there that the army was 
saved by the pontoniers, wlio were Arm at their post ; 
and there that Gondrin, sole survivor of the men 
who were bold enough to go into the water and build 
the bridges by which the army crossed, — that Gondrin, 
here present, admirably conducted himself, and saved 
us from the Russians, who, I must tell you, still re- 
spected the grand army, remembering its victories. 
And/’ he added, pointing to. Gondrin, who was gazing 
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Mm with the peculiar attention of a deaf man, “ Goii- 
driii is a finished soldier, a soldier who is honor itself, 
and he merits your highest esteem. 

1 saw the Emperor,’’ he resumed, standing by 
the bridge, motionless, not feeling the cold — was that 
human? He looked at the destruction of his treasure, 
Ills friends, his old Egyptians. Bah! all that passed 
him, women, armj-wagoiis, artillery, all were shat- 
tered, destroyed, ruined. The bravest carried the 
eagles; for the eagles, d’ye see, were France, the 
nation, all of you ! they were the civil and the milittiry 
honor that must be kept pure ; could their lieatls he 
lowered because of the cold ? It was only near tlu? 
Emperor that we wanned ourselves, because when 
was in danger ran, frozen as we were — we, wlio 
wouldn’t have stretched a hand to save a friend. 
Tliey told us he wept at niglit over his poor faniilj’ of 
soldiers. Ah ! none but he and Frenchmen could have? 
got themselves out of that business. We did get out, 
.])iit with’ losses, great losses, as I tell 3^011. The Allies 
captured our provisions. Men began to betray hini, as 
the Red Man predicted. Those chatterers in Paris, 
who had held their tongues after the Impeiial Guas-d 
was formed, now thoaght he was dead; so they hood- 
winked the prefect of police, and hatched a conspii-aey 
to overthrow the empire. Heheard of it; it worrie<l 
him. He left us, saying : * Adieu, iiiy children ; guard 
the outposts; I shall return to you.’ Bah! without 
him nothing went right ; the generals lost their heads, 
the marshals talked nonsense and eommitted follies ; 
but that was not surprising, ■ for Napoleon, who was kind, 
had fed ’em -on ^ gold; ■they ■ had,, gotas fat as bird, and 
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would n’t stir ; some stayed in camp when they ought 
to have been warming the backs of the enemy wdio was 
between us and France. 

^'But the Emperor came back, and he brought re- 
cruits, famous recruits ; he changed their backbone 
and made ’em dogs of war, fit to set tlieir teeth into 
anything; and he brought a guard of honor, a line 
body indeed ! — all bourgeois, who melted away like 
blitter on a gridiron. 

“ Well, spite of our stern bearing, here ’s everything 
going against us ; and yet the army did prodigies of valor. 
Then came battles on the mountains, nations against 
nations, — Dresden, Lutzen, Bautzen. Remember these 
days, all of you, for ’t was then that Frenchmen were 
so particularly heroic that a good grenadier only lasted 
six mouths. We triumphed always ; yet there were 
those English, in our rear, rousing revolts against us 
with their lies ! No matter, we cut our way home 
through the whole pack of the nations. Wherever the 
Emperor showed himself we followed him ; for if, by 
sea or land, he gave us the ’word ‘ Go 1’ we went. At 
last, we were in France ; and many a poor foot-soldier 
felt the air of his own eountiy restore his soul to 
satisfaction, spite of the wintry weather. I can say for 
myself that it refreshed my life. Weil, next, our busi- 
ness was to defend France, our country, our beautiful 
France, against all Europe, which resented our having 
laid down the law to the Russians, and pushed them 
back into their dens, so that they could n’t eat us ii[) 
alive, as northern nations, who are dainty and like 
southern flesh, have a habit of doing, — at least, so 
I ’ve beard some generals say. Then the Emperor saw 
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Ms own father-in-law, his friends who n he had iiiaile 
kings, and the scoundrels to whom he had given back 
their thrones, all against him. Even Frenchmen, and 
allies in our own ranks, turned against us under secret 
orders, as at the battle of Leipsie. Would common 
soldiers have been capable of such wickedness? Three 
times a day men were false to their v/ord.,- — and they 
called themselves princes ! 

‘‘ So, then, France was invaded, \riierever the Em- 
peror showed his lion face, the enemy retreated; and 
he did more prodigies in defending Furnee than ever he 
had done in conc|iiering Italy, the East, Spain, Europe, 
and Eussia. He meant to bury every invader under 
the sod^ and teach ’em to respect the soil of France. 
So he let them get to Paris, that he might swallow 
them at a mouthful, ‘and rise to the height of liis genius 
in a battle greater than all the rest, — a mother-battle, 
as ’t were. But there, there I the Parisians \vei\nif mid 
for their twopenny skins, and their trumpery shops ; 
they opened the gates. Then the Ragusades began, 
and happiness ended. The Empress w^as fooled, and 
the white banner flaunted from the windows. The 
generals whom he had made his nearest friends aban- 
doned him for the Bourbons, — a set of people no one 
had heard tell of. The Emperor bade us farewell at 
Fontainebleau : ^ Soldiers ! ’ — I can hear him now ; w^e 
wept like children ; the flags and the eagles were lowere<l 
as if for a funeral : it was, I may well say it to you, it 
was the funeral of the Empire ; her dapper armies were* 
iiothing now but skeletons. Bo he said to us, standing 
there .011 the portico of , his palace; ‘My soldiers I 
are vanquished .by treacheiy; -but we shall meet in 
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heaven, the couutr^^ of the brave. Defend iiiy child, 
whom I commit to yon. Long live Napoleon II. I ’ He 
meant to die, that no man should look upon Napoleon 
vanquished ; he took poison, enough to have killed a 
regiment, because, like Jesus Christ before his Passion, 
he thought iiimself abandoned of God and his talisuiaii. 
But the poison did not hurt him. 

See again ! he found he was immortal. 

Sure of himself, knowing he must ever be The 
Emperor, he w’ent for a while to an island to stud}’ out 
the nature of these others, wdio, }-oii may be sure, com- 
mitted follies without end. Whilst he bided his time 
down there, the Chinese, and the wild men on the coast 
of Africa, and the Barbary States, and others wdio are 
not at all accommodating, knew so w’ell he was more 
than man that they respected his lent, saying to touch it 
would be to offend God. Thus, d’ ye see, wdien these 
others tuimcd him from the doors of his own France, 
he still reigned over the whole w’oiid. Before long he 
embarked in the same little cockiesliell of a boat he had 
had in Egypt, sailed round the heard of the English, 
set foot in France, and France acclaimed him. The 
sacred cuckoo flew from spire to spire ; all Fi-ance cried 
out with one voice, 'Long live the EarPEROiil’ In 
this region, here, the enthusiasm for that w'onder of the 
ages was, I may say, solid. Daiiphine ]>ehayed w’cli ; 
and I am particularly pleased to know that her people 
w’ept -when they saw, once more, the gray top-coat. 
March first it was, when Napoleon landed with two 
hundred men to conquer that kingdom of France and of 
Navarre, which, on the twentieth of the same montli 
was again the French Empire. On that day our Mak 
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was ill Paris ; lie had made a clean sweep, recovered his 
dear France, and gathered his veterans together by 
saying no more than three words, ^ I am here.’ 

‘I’T was the greatest miracle God had yet done 1 Be- 
fore /whn, did ever man recover an empire by showing 
Ms hat? And these others, who thought tey had 
subdued h'raiice I Not they ! At sight of the eagles, a 
national army sprang up, and we marched to Waterloo. 
There, the Guard died at one blow. Na|)oleon, in 
despair, threw himself three times before the eaniion of 
the enemy without obtaining death. We saw tiiat. 
The battle was lost. That night the Emperor called 
his old soldiers to him ; on the held soaked with our 
blood he burned liis banners and his eagles, — his poor 
eagles, ever victorious, who cried ‘Bforward’ in the 
battles, and had flown the length and breadth of Europe, 
they were saved the iiifomy of belonging to the enemy : 
all the treasures of England couldn’t get her a tail- 
feather of them. No more eagles! — the rest is well- 
known. The Eed Man went over to the Bourbons, like 
the scoundrel that lie is. France is crushed ; the soldier 
is nothing; they deprive him of his dues; they dis- 
charge him to make room for broken-down nobles — 
ah, ’t is pitiable I They seized Napoleon by treachery ; 
the English nailed him on a desert island in mid-ocean 
on a rock raised ten thousand feet aliove the earth ; 
and there he is, and will be, till the Red Man gives 
liim back his power for the happiness of E’rance. 
These others say he ’s dead. Ila, dead ! ’Tis easy to 
see the}’ don’t know Him. They tell that lib to catch 
the people, aiid feel safe in their hovel of a govcnirnent. 
ListAJU I the truth at the bottom of it ail is that his fiieiKlH 
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have left him alone on the desert isle to fulfil a proph 
ec)', for I forgot to saj that Ms name, Napoleon, means 
' lion of the desert,’ Now this that I tell you is true as 
the Gospel, All other tales that you hear about the 
Emperor are follies without conimoii-sense ; because, 
d’ ye see, God never gave to child of wbmaii born the 
right to stamp his name in red as he did, on the earth, 
which forever shall remember him! Long live Napo- 
leon, the father of his people and of the soldier ! ” 

Long live General Eble ! ’’ cried the pontonier. 

“ How happened it you were not killed in the ravine 
at Moskova? ” asked a peasant woman, 

‘‘How do I know? We went in a regiment, w^e 
came out a hundred foot-soldiers ; none but the line 
were capable of taking that redoubt : the inf antiy , d' ye 
see, that ’s the real arm^^” 

“And the cavalry ! what of that?” cried Genestas, 
letting himself roll from the top of the hay, and appear- 
ing with a suddenness wMich made the bravest utter a 
cry of terror. “ Eh I my old veteran, you forget the 
red lancers of Poniatowski, the cuirassiers, the dra- 
goons I they that shook the earth wlien Napoleon, im- 
patient that the victory was delayed, said to Murat, 

' Sire, cut them in two.’ Ha, we were off! first at a 
trot, then at a gallop, ‘ one, two,’ and the enemy ’s 
line was cut in halves like an apple with a knife. A 
charge of cavalry, my old hero 1 why, ’t is a column of 
cannonballs ! ” 

“ How about the pontoniers? ” cried Gondriii. 

“ M}" children,” said Genestas, becoming suddenly 
quite ashamed of his sortie when he saw himself in the 
midst of a silent and bewildered group, “ there are no 
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spies here, — see, take this and drink to the Little 
Corporal.” • 

Long LITE THE ■ Emperor! ’’ cried all the people 
present, with one Toice. 

Ilnsh, TB}’’ cMldren I ” said the officer, stroggiing to 
control his emotion. ‘‘Hush! he is dead He died 
saving : ‘ Grlorj, France, and battle.^ Mj friends, he 
had to die, he ! but his raemor}' — never I ” 

Gogiielat made a gesture of disbelief ; then he said in 
a low voice to those nearest to him, “The officer is still 
in the service, and he ’s told to tell the people the 
Emperor is dead. We mustffit be angrj with him, 
because, d’jm see, a soldier has to obey orders.” 

As G-enestas left the barn he heard the Fossense 
say, “That officer is a friend of the Emperor and of 
Monsieur Benassis.” On that, all the people rushed to 
the door to get another sight of him, and by the light of 
the moon they saw the doctor take his arm. 

“ I committed a great folly,” said Geiiestas, “ let ns 
get home quiekl 3 ^ Those eagles — the cannon — the 
campaigns ! I no longer knew where I was.” 

“What do you think of my Goguclat?” asked 
Beiiassis. 

“ Monsieur, so long as such tales are told, France 
will cany in her entrails the fourteen armies of the 
Republic, and may at any time renew the conversation 
of cannon with all Europe. That’s my opinion.” 

Shortly after, they reached the house and sat down 
thooglitfully Ibr awhile on either side the fireplace in 
the salon^' where the dying embers stiil sent up a few 
sparks. Notwithstanding the proofs of confidence 
wMch , he had . received ' from the doctor, Genestas 
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hesitated to put a searching question which might seem 
indiscreet. Yet, after giving him a few scrutinizing 
glances, and meeting a look full of courteous amenity, 
a look only seen on the lips of a really strong man, he 
was encouraged to say : — 

‘ Monsieur, your life differs so essentially from that 
of other men that you will not be. surprised if I ask you 
the cause of your retirement. Though 1113'' curiosity 
may seem to you intrusive, you will at least admit that 
it is veiy natural. Let me tell yon something. I have 
had comrades with whom I never grew intimate, not 
even when we had made maiw campaigns together; 
but I have had others to whom I would sa\', • Get my 
money with yours from the paymaster,’ three da^'s after 
first seeing them and getting drunk together, as will 
sometimes happen to the best of men in a merry mood. 
Well, you are one of those to whom I make myself a 
friend without asking permissioii, — Indeed, without 
fully knowing why.” 

‘ ‘ Captain Bluteau — 

For some time past, whenever the doctor gave him 
his false name, Genestas could not repress a slight gri- 
mace. Benassis caught the pained expression on his 
face, and looked fixedly at the officer to discover its 
cause ; hut, as it was impossible for him to guess the 
truth, he attributed the look to some pln^sical sulfering, 
and after a pause he went on : — 

‘‘ Captain, I will speak to you of myself. Several 
times tO“da3" I have been led to do so, as 1 ex[)lained 
the improvements I have brought about in this valley ; 
but it was in connection with the district and its inhabi- 
tants, in whose interests my own are necessarily mixed 
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lip. But, to tell you niy history will oblige me to speak 
of myself only, and my life has little in it that is inter- 
esting to others.” 

Were it as simple as that of your Fosseiise an- 
swered Genestas, I still should wish to hear it, that 
I might know what chances and changes have thrown 
a man of your quality into this district.” 

“Captain, for twelve years I have kept silence. 
Now that I await, on the verge of my grave, the blow 
that is to cast me into it, I will have the good faith to 
tell yon that this silence begins to weigh upon me. 
For twelve j’ears I have suffered without the consola- 
tion that friendsliip gives to wounded hearts, IB}’ poor 
sick people, my peasants, show me many an exiimple 
of resignation ; but they have me to understand them, 
and they feel it ; while I have none to gatlier my secret 
sighs, none to give me the hand-clasp of a true man, 
— that best of consolations, which so few lack, not 
even Gioiulriii.” 

With a sudden impulse, Genestas liekl out his hand 
to Benassis, who was deeply moved at the action. 

Perhaps the Fosseiise would have understood me, 
as the angels would,” he resumed, in an nltei'ed voice; 
‘‘but also she might have loved me, and tliat would 
have been a misfortune. Captain, none but an okl 
soldier, indulgent like 3'ourself, or a young man full of 
iiliisions, could listen to my confession and enter into 
it ; it can be comprehended onl}^ by a man to whom 
all the ways of life are fully knowm, or by a youth 
wdio is a total stranger do ■them. For lack of a priest, 
the old crusaders died on the battle-field confessing to 
the cross of their sword-hilts ; they made it the faithful 
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mediator between their souls and God. And so you, 
one of Napoleon's finest sabres, you, hard and strong 
as steel, you, perhaps, will comprehend me well. To 
enter fully into my story, it is quite necessary to pos- 
sess certain delicacies of feeling, and to share in the 
natural beliefs of simple hearts ; all of which see in 
ridiculous to those philosophers who apply to their pri- 
vate interests the maxims which belong to the govern- 
ment of States. I shall speak to you in good fiiith, as 
a man who seeks to justifj' neither the good nor the evil 
of his life; and who hides nothing from you, l^ecaiise 
he is here to-da}’, far removed from the world, indiffer- 
ent to the judgment of men, and full of hopm in God." 

Benassis paused; then he rose and said: ‘^Before 
beginning m}’ tale I will order tea. For twelve years 
Jaequotte has never failed to come and ask if I washed 
for it ; she would certainly interrupt us now. Will yon 
take some, captain ? " 

Thank you, no." 

Benassis soon returned. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE CONFESSIO^if OP THE COUOTBY BOCTOE. 

I WAS boiTi,” rcsiinied the doctor, “ in a siiHiIi town 
in Languedoc, where my father had lived for some time ; 
and there mv ehildliood was passed. Wlnm eight years 
old. I was sent to a school at Sorreze, which i did not 
leave until I wont to finish my odiicatioii in Paris. ]\Iy 
father’s youth had lieen wild and prodigal, but liis 
wasted patrimony was replaced by a fortunate mar- 
riage, and by the slow savings of a provlnelal life, 
where more pride is felt in the possession of money 
than in the spending of it, and where tlie natural am- 
bitions of men die out or turn to avarice, in default of 
generous nutriment. Becoming ricli, and having but 
one son, he wished to transmit to me the cold expe- 
rience he had gained in exchange for his vanished illu- 
sions, — last and noble error of old men. who vainly 
strive to bequeath their virtues and their prudence to 
children who are enamoured of life and in haste to 
enjoy it. This desire on the part of my father led him 
to lay down a plan for my education of which, in tlie end. 
I became a victim. He carefully concealed from me the 
real value of his property, and condemned me, in inv own 
interests, to suffer during iny best years the privations 
and anxieties of a young man eager to accpiire his in- 
dependence ; he wished to instil into me the virtues of 
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poverty — patience, a thirst for knowledge, and the love 
ol* work. By thus forcing me to rocognize the value of 
wealth, he hoped to teach me the lesson of preserving 
my inheritance; and therefore, as soon as 1 w^as old 
enough to listen to advice, he urged me to adopt and 
follow some profession. My tastes inclined mo to the 
study of medicine. From Sorreze, \Yhere for ten years 
I had been under the half-conveiitnal discijiline of the 
Oratorians in the solitude of a provincial lyeeiiiTi, I 
was brought, without an intervening moment, to the 
capital. 

“ My father accompanied me, for the purpose of pre- 
senting me to one of his friends. The two old men 
took, without my knowledge, the most minute precau- 
tions against the effcrvcscenee of my youth, then so 
innocent. My allowance was closely calculated, and 
brought down to the actual necessaries of life, and I 
eoiild only draw my quarterly stipend by presenting the 
receipts for the payment of my terms at the School of 
Medicine. This mortifying distrust was concealed un- 
der a pretence of business methods. In other respects 
my father was liberal as to the expenses of my educa- 
tion and the ordinaiT pleasures of Parisian life. Ills 
old friend, who was glad to have a young man to guide 
through the labyrinth I was about to enter, was one of 
those men who class their feelings as careiidlj' as they 
docket their papers. By consulting th(? note-book of a 
preceding .year, he always knew what he had done in the 
month, day, and hour that corresponded to the current 
year. Life was to him an enterprise, of which he kept 
a commercial account. He was a man of much merit, 
but shrewd, over-precise, distrustful, and never without 
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specious reasons to explain the precautions lie took I 

against me. He bought my books; he paid fur ii\y % 

lessons; when I wished to learn to ride, the wuiUjy 

man inquired in person for the best school, took me ij 

there himself, and forestalled my wishes by putting a 

horse at ray disposal for the holidays. Butin spite (»i 

these devices of old age, wdiicli I leariRHl to bailie as 

soon as I had an interest in escaping thein, the cxeellm^r 

man was a second father to me. ^My frumd,’ 1 h‘ saii\ 

as soon as he perceived that I should break my t.i.tiier 

miless lie lengthened it, ‘ young men are oihm liurriod 

into follies by tlie impetuosity of their age; yon may 

some day find yourself in want of money ; in tfiat easis 

come to me. Your lather fonnerlv did me a uTrat sm’- I 

* ® ' 1 
vice, and I shall always have a trille at your command ; | 

but never deceive me, and never ])e afraid tc> tell me 
3’our errors. I have been young, and wc shall under- 
stand each other like comrades.’ 

‘‘My hither installed me in a second-class boarding- 
house in the Latin quarter, among respectable people, 
where I had a tolerably well-furnished room. Tliis first 
stage of independence, the kindness of iny father, the 
sacrifices he seemed to be making for me, gave me, 
nevertheless, but little pleasure. Perhaps we must 
taste the sweets of liberty before we can understand its 
full value. Now, the memory of my free childhood was 
nearh’ obliterated b}" the restraints of a eon^’entual 
school-life, the burden of which ray mind hacl not as 
thrown off; and the injunctions of my father had just 
put fresh tasks upon me. Moreover, Paris, to my <‘3'es, 
i w^as an enigma ; it affords no amusement until we have 

t learned to study its pleasures. Thus I foiiml my posi- 

f ■■ ■ ' ' ' ■ , ' ■ ; ' , ■ ■ 

I 
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tion little changed, unless it were that my new lyceom 
was on a larger scale, and called itself the School of 
Medicine. Nevertheless I studied vigorously, I at- 
tended the lectures with assiduity, I Hung myself into 
work with all my strength, taking no relaxation ; for 
the treasures of science which abound in Paris roused 
and delighted iny imagination. 

‘‘ Soon, however, a few imprudent intimacies, whose 
dangers were veiled by the thoughtless, confiding friend- 
ship which captivates all 3mung men, carried me insen- 
sibly into the dissipations of Paris. I took a passion- 
ate delight in the theatre and in actors, and this began 
the work of my demoralization. The theatres of a cit}" 
are baneful to 3'oimg men, w^ho never come out of them 
without emotions against wdilch they struggle nearlj’ 
always fruitlessly ; so also with society, wiiose law’s 
seem to me to be the accomplices of the debaucheiy 
there committed. Our legislation has, as it w^ere, shut 
its eyes to the passions w’hich torment a young man be- 
tween the ages of tw’ent^’ and twenty-five. In Paris 
everything assails him; his appetites are perpetuall}’ 
provoked. Eeligloii preaches virtue to him, and the 
laws command him to practise it, i)ut the things of life, 
and manners, and customs invite him to evil ; the best 
of men and the most pious of women make light of con- 
tinence. The great city of Paris seems to regard it as 
a duty to encourage vice ; for the obstacles it puts in 
the way of all careers where a jmung man can honorably’ 
make his fortune are even more numerous than tiie 
snares it sets for his passions which dissipate it. 

“For a long time I went night after night to some 
theatre, and contracted, little by little, idle habits. I 
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compromised with sense' of dut}^; often I put off 
mj most pressing occupations to the morrow ; soon, 


I 

I 

I 

s 

i 
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instead of endeavoring to acquire kinnvledgc, I did 
onlj such tasks as were absolutely necessary to pass 
my examinations befoi'e taking n\y medical clcgr(‘o. At 
the lectures I no longer listened to the professors, who, 
as I called it, prosed. I flung down niy old gods, and 
became a Parisian ; in short, I led the unbalanced Fde 
of a young provincial who, let loose in the great city, 
still retains a few true sentiments and still believes in 
certain moral precepts, though he allows liiniself to be 
corrupted b}- bad examples, from which, at the same 
time, he desires to escape. I made a poor light ; 1 had 
accomplices within myself. Yes, monsieur, my face is 
not deceptive; I have had all the ptissioiis whose inn 
print is now upon it. Nevertheless, I kept, deep in 
my heart, the sentiment of moral perfection, wiiicli, 
throughout my errors, never left me, and was destined 
to bring back to God, through remorse and weariness, 
the man whose youth had quenched its thirst in the 
pure w^aters of religion. He wdio keenly feels the 
passionate joys of earth wdll sooner or later be at- 
tracted by the flavor of the fruits of heaven. 

“ I went through the thousand delights, the countless 
despairs which more or less actively surround all youth 
at its outset. Sometimes I mistook my sense of vigor 
for the power of a firm will, and deluded myself as to 
the extent of my abilities; sometimes a.t sight of the 
smallest obstacle in my way I fell into deeper diseouiN 
.ageme lit' than was natural to ■ me. I conceived vast 
schemes, I dreamed of glory, I .buckled to work ; an4 
then 'some pleasure-party, scattered inj noble, half- 
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willed fancies. Yet the vague memoiy of these grand, 
miscarried conceptions left deceitful gleams behind 
them, which led me to believe in myself, without giving 
me the energy to bring anything to birth. This indo- 
lence, full of self-sufficiency, made me neither more nor 
less than a fool ; for a fool is one who does nothing to 
justify the good opinion he forms of himself. I "had 
activity without a purpose; I wanted the flowers of 
life without the labor that makes them bloom. Jgnor- 
ing obstacles, I believed eveiything easy ; the successes 
of science and the successes of fortune I attributed to 
luck. To my mind, genius was charlatanism : I imag- 
ined myself a man of science, because it was in mj^ 
poivei to become one, and without reflecting on the 
patience that begets gi-eat work or the doing that 
reveals its difficulties, I drew at sight upon all its 
glories. 

‘ ‘ My pleasures were rapidly exhausted. The theatre 
did not long amuse me ; Paris was soon a void and a 
desert to a poor student whose only’ society’ was that of 
an old man who knew nothing of the actual world, and 
the wearisome persons to be met with in a boardino- 
house. Like all other young men who are disgusted 
with the life they lead, who have no fixed ideas, and no 
settled purpose in the'ir minds, I W'andered for davs 
about the streets, along the quays, through the imi- 
seuins and the public gardens. An aiiniess life is 
harder to bear at that age than at any other, for it is 
full of wasted sap and of movement that leads to no re- 
sult. I ignoi-ed the power that a firm will puts into the 
hands of a young man if he is able to conceive a pur- 
pose, and if he brings to bear on the execution of it all 
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Ills ¥ital forces strengthened still further by the intrepid 
beliefs of youth. In childhood we are simply iiiiioceot, 
ignorant of the dangers of life ; in youth we perceive ' 
its difilcultles and its limitless extent. At the sight, a 
youth’s courage sometimes fails ; while still new to the 
business of social life he falls a pre}' to a sort of idiocy’, 
a feeling of dull stupidity’, as thoiigii lie were helpless 
in a foreign land. At eveiy age, the utterly iioknowii 
is a cause of involiintaiy terror. A young man is like 
a soldier who marches to the mouths of cannon, and runs 
away from a ghost. He hesitates among the world’s 
maxims ; he knows neither how to give nor iiow to take, 
how to defend himself nor how to attack ; he loves 
women, and respects them as if lie feared them. His 
qualities stand in his way ; he is all generosity, all mod- 
esty’, and free from the calculations of self-interest ; if 
he lies, it is for liis pleasure, not his advantage ; in 
dubious paths, his conseieiiee, with which he has not 
y-et compromised, shows him the right way, though he 
delay’s to take it. Men born to live bv tlie inspiira- 
tions of the heart instead of listening to the dictates of 
the head, often remain a long time in this lluetuating 
position. It was mine. I became the plaything of two 
contending iiiiiuences, — impelled on tlie one hand by*- 
the desires of a young man, restrained on the other 
by sentimental timidity^. 

“The emotions excited ly Parisian life are cruel to 
souls endowed with keen sensibility' ; the advantages 
wiiieh superior men or rich men there enjoys irritate 
the passions of other men. In that world of grandeur 
and of littleness, en\y is oftener a dagger tlian a spur. 
Amid the constant struggle of ambitions, desires, and 
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hatreds, it is impossible to escape being either the 
victim or the accomplice of the general movement ; 
insensibly, the perpetual sight of vice made happy 
and virtue contemptible leads a young man to waver. 
Parisian life quickly destroys the te.vture of his con- 
science; and then begins, soon to be accoaq)lished, 
the infernal work of his demoralization. The first of 
all pleasures, the one which in the begiuniiig includes 
all others, is environed with such perils that it is im- 
possible not to reflect on the smallest actions to'which 
rt incites, and not to calculate their every consequence. 
Such calculations lead to selfishness. If some poor 
student, swept onward by the impetuosity of his pas- 
sions, is disposed to rise out of self, those whom he 
sees about him exhibit and inspire such distrust of 
iigher things that it is very dilticult for him not to 
share in that distrust, and not to put himself on guard 
against his own generous impulses. Hueh a stniggle 
withers and shrinks the soul, drives the life to the binin, 
produces Parisian callousness, and results in that code 
of maimers and morals where, under a bewitching fri- 
volity and fictitious enthusiasms, lurk iiolicy or lucre. 
In that world, the intoxication of happiness does not 
under the most artless of women from keeping Per head 
clear. 8ueh an atmosphere natural! v influenced both 
my feelings and my behavior. The errors which poi- 
soned my life might perhaps have weighed lightly on 
the consciences of other men, but Southern natures have 
a religious faith which compels them to believe in Cath- 
olic truth and in the certainty- of another life. Such 
reliefs give depth to their passions, and persistency to 
tiieir remorse. 
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At the time when I was stiidjing medicine, 
men were the masters of societj’ ; to please a woman it 
was necessaiy to be at least a colonel What could a 
poor student be ' in such , society ? ' Nothing. Goaded, 
by the vigor of my passions, tinding no outlet for them, 
hampered at every step and in every wish hy the want 
of mone^^, regarding study and its honors as too slow 
a means to procure pleasures that tempted me, vaciliat- 
ing between the promptings of an inward shame and 
the force of evil examples, meeting with every facilitj" 
for profligacy in low places, and every difficult^’ in at- 
tempting to enter good society', — I passed sad da,ys, a 
prey to the surgings of passion, to the sloth that kills, 
to a despondency which broke at times into sudden ela- 
tions. This crisis ended in a waj^ that is common 
enough in the lives of young men. 

‘‘I have always had the deepest repugnance to injur- 
ing the peace of households ; partly, perhaps, because 
the natural frankness of m3" feelings prevents me from 
disguising them, and it wmiild have been ph3'sieall3" 
impossible to me to live in a position of flagrant lalse- 
hood. On the other hand, pleasures snatched in haste 
never tempted me ; I like better to taste my happiness. 
Not being actuallj" vicious, I was helpless against 1113" 
isolation ; I made man3" abortive attempts to enter 
soeiet3% where I might have met with some woniao will- 
ing to devote herself to teaching me the perils of the way, 
who would have formed 1113" manners, advised me witli- 
oiit wounding my pride, and introduced me wherever I 
could have made friends wflio would have been useful to 
me ill niy future career. In iny despair, some danger- 
ous intrigue might perhaps have seduced me ; but all 
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that was bevoiKl 1113^ reach, even tlie peril of it; iiiex- 
peiience tlnw me back into solitude, where I remained 
tace to face with my thwarted passions. 

‘ ‘ Finalh", monsieur, I formed a connection , at first a 
secret one, with a young girl whom I persuaded, will- 
ingly oriin willingly, to share my life. She belonged 
to an honest family of small means ; it wvas not long 
before she left her simple life, fearlessly cooiiding to me 
a future which virtue had hitherto made hopeful to her. 
The narrowness of my means probabi}’ seemed to her 
the surest guarantee of my faithfulness. From that 
moment, the tempest which had raged in my heart, my 
extravagant desires, my ambitions, all subsided into 
happiness, — the happiness of a 3'Oiing man w’lio as 3'et 
know^s nothing of the wa3’s of the world, of its maxims, 
its conventions, or the strength of its prejudices ; but a 
happiness as complete as that of a child. A first love 
is like a new^ childhood thrown across our days of pain 
and labor. 

‘‘There are some men who learn to know life at a 
glance, wfiio judge it for what it is, who see its errors 
and profit by them, understand its social maxims and 
turn them to their own advantage, and know how to 
estimate the bearings of ever3’thing. Such frigid men 
are wise in their generation, according to human la\Ys. 
But there are others, poor poets, iiigh-striing natures, 
who feel deeply and commit errors. I w^as one of them. 
My first attachment was not a real passion. I followed 
ray instinct and not m3’ heart. 1 sacrificed a poor girl to 
niyself, and found no lack of reasons to assure me I wms 
doing no wrong. As for her, she was devotion itself, — 
a heart of gold, a just spirit, a noble soul. She never 
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gare, me but the best advice. At first, her love 
revivecl: my courage ; she gently led me, by her belief in 
irie, to take up mj* studies, predicting success and ikine 
and fortune. In these da^’s, medical science tone-lies 
closely on ail other sciences, and its distinctions, though 
difficult to will, are well rewarded. Fame is alwa^'s a 
fortune in Paris. This tender young girl forgot herself 
in me, shared my life and bore with its caprices, and 
her economj’ brought luxiii^ ivithin my narrow means. 
I had more to spend upon my fancies when we were 
two together than I liad ever had alone. 

Monsieur, it ivas the best part of all n\y life. I 
w^orked eagerly, for I had an object, I was encouraged ; 
I brought home my thoughts, I related my aetions to 
one w'ho knew how to win my love, and, better still, 
to inspire respect for the discretion she displayed, in a 
situation where discretion might, perhaps, be tiioiighfc 
impossible. But my days were all alike, monsieur. 
This monotony of happiness, the most cleliglitfui condi- 
tion there is on earth, whose value is not felt till we liave 
passed through all the tempests of the heart, — that sweet 
state into whieli no weariness of life can enter, wliere the 
most secret thouglits are shared, where we are eompi'e- 
hended — ah ! to an ardent man, hungry for social dis- 
tinctions, wearied of seeking fortune because she came 
with lagging feet, such happiness grew to be a clog. 
Bly old dreams assailed me ; I vehement desired the 
pleasures of wealth, and iiow^ I demanded them in the 
name of love. T expressed these wishes, without reserve, :' 
at night, when a clear voice questioned me, and I sat, 
morose : and melancholy’, ■and absorbed, in, voluptuous 
dreams of. 'imagin.ary opulence. ■ I must have made that 
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gentle creature,— who had vowed herself to mj happi- 
ness,— I must indeed have made her suffer. To her, 
the worst of griefs was to see me long for someth iim 
that she could not give. Oh, monsieur! the devotion 
of women is sublime ! ” 

Phe exclamation revealed some secret anguish, and 
the doctor fell into a passing revery, which Genestas 
refrained from interrupting. 

‘‘Well, monsieur,” resumed Benassis, “an event 
which ought to have completed the marriage thus 
begun, put an end to it, and was the first cause of mj 
after sorrows. My father died, leaving a considerable 
fortune. Matters relating to my inheritance took me 
for some months into Languedoc, and 1 went alone. I 
recovered my liberty. Every obligation, even the 
sweetest, weighs upon youth ; we must have experience 
of life before we can admit the necessity of a yoke and 
the virtue ol labor. I ielt, with the vi\'acit3' of a Lau- 
guedocian, all the delight of coming and going without 
having to render an account, even a voluntary one, of 
my doings. If I did not wholly forget the ties that 
bound me, I was so occupied with pleasurable interests 
that the recollection of them grew insensibly weaker. 

I could not think without a pang of renewing them on 
m3' return ; and then I asked myself wh3 - 1 should renew 
them at all. It is true I received letters full of deep 
tenderness ; but at twentj'-two years of age a young 
man fancies that all women are equall}' tender ; he 
cannot yet distinguish between heart and passion ; he 
confuses all in a general sense of pleasure, which seems, 
at first, to include all. It was only later, when I had 
come to a knowledge of men and things, that I learned 
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to. appreciate what there was of true nobility in those 
letters, where nothing seiiish ever iiiingied in the ex- 
pression of feelings, where the rejoicings over niy pros- 
perity were for me alone, and w^hei^e no hint that I 
could change was ever uttered, because the writer knew 
herself incapable of change. But already’ I was giving 
myself op to ambitions calculations ; I thoiigiit of 
plunging into the pleasures of wealth, of becoming a 
personage, and making a prosperous marnage. I eon- 
tented mj’self b}" saying, with the cold conceit of a fop, 

‘ She is very fond of me." Already" I wxas anxious to 
find a means of freeing myself from the connection. 

‘‘Such embarrassments and their attendant shame 
lead to cruelty ; to escape blushing before his victim, 
the man wdio has begun by wounding her soon kills 
her. The reflections I have since made on mj^ conduct 
at that time have revealed to me many abysses in my 
own heart. Believe me, monsieur, those who soinid the 
vices and virtues of human nature to their depths have 
studied them in good faith within themselves. Our 
owui conscience is the point of departure. We reason 
from ourselves to man, never from man to ns. 

“ When I returned to Paris, I went to live in a house 
I had liired, without informing the only person who had 
an interest in my actions of my return to Paris or my 
change of feeling. I w^as bent on plajing a part among 
the young men of fashion. At the end of a few day^s, 
after tasting the first sweets of opulence, and when I 
felt sufficiently elated not to fall, as I thought, into 
weakness, I visited the poor creature I was intendiog 
to abandon. With the natural tact of women she 
guessed my secret feelings, and hid her tears. She 
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must have despised me ; but ever gentle and good, she 
showed no contempt. This forbearance harassed me 
greatly. Assassins of the home or the highway wish 
their victims to act in self-defence ; the struggle seems 
to justify the killing. At first, I continued my visits 
very affectionately. Though I was no longer tender. I 
made an effort to appear amiable; after that I insen- 
sibly became polite, until one day, by a sort of tacit 
.agreement, she allowed me to treat her like a stranger, 
and I considered that I was acting very suitably. J^ev- 
ertheless, I flung myself with a sort of fury into the 
world, to stifle in amusements the little remorse that 
remained to me. He who despises himself cannot live 
alone ; I led the dissipated life which young men of 
fortune lead in Paris. Having a good education and a 
powerful memory, I seemed to have more mind than I 
really had, and I was thus led to think myself of more 
consequence than others. My superiority w.as so read- 
ily admitted on all sides that 1 took no qraius to main- 
tain it. Of all the influences of life, praise is the most 
skilfully treacherous. In Paris, policy in every walk of 
life knows how to smother talent at its birth under the 
wreaths flung in heaps upon its cradle. I did no 
honor to my repatation, I took no advantage of my 
standing to open a way to a career, I made no useful 
connections. On the contrary, I gave way to frivoli- 
ties of every kind. I had those ephemeral passions 
which are the shame of the salom of Paris, whoi-e each 
heart searching for a true love is satiated in the pursuit 
of it, falls into the libertinage of polite society, and 
ends by being as much astonished at a real passion as 
the world is at a fine action. 
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I imitated others ; I often wounded fresh aiid can- 
did souls b}^ the same blows which were lacerating me 
secretly. In spite' of the Mse appearances by which I 
was judged 5 I had within me an ■uncoiiqiierable delicacy 
which I alw^ays obeyed.. Many a time I was duped, 
when I w'Oiild have blushed not to be ; and I brougiit 
'myself into trouble hy a natural good faith for which I 
wars thankful in my heart. The world is full of respect 
for cleverness, under whatever form it shows itself ; 
results make law. Soeietj^, therefore, ascribed to me 
vices, qualities, victories, and defeats that were not 
mine, credited me -with successes in gallantly of 'which 
I knew nothing, blamed me for actions in whieli 1 had 
no share. M}” pride made me disdain to refute the 
calumnies, iny vanity led me to accept each fiatteiing 
mistake. My life was.outwardlj’ happ}', inwardly mis- 
erable. Had it not been for the sorrows that were 
about to overtake me, I sliould gradually have lost all 
my good qualities, and allowed my evil ones to truimph 
through the continual play of passions, through the 
abuse of enjoyments wdiich enervate the body, and by 
those detesfcible habits of selflsliness wdiieh ’wear out, 
in the end, the springs of the soul. 

wms mining myself finaneiaih’', — in this wise: 
Whatever a man’s fortiine may be, he is sure to find in 
Paris some one of superior fortune whom be makes an 
object of emulation and seeks to surpass. Like so many 
other harebrained joiiths, I fell a victim to this ambition ; 
at the end of four years I wms obliged to sell certain 
portions of my property and mortgage others. Then a 
terrible blow struck me ■down. It was nearly two .years 
since I had seen the you,ng- girl I had abandoned but 
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at the rate I was living,. Bi!sfortinKvs wonl(i;d 
.have earned me back to her. One evening, in the midst 
o.f a gaj eompanj.5.1 received a note written in a feeble 
hand, which contained something like these wf>nls 

I have not long to live ; my friend. I wish to see vou that 
I may know the fate of my child, whetlier lie will he yours- 
and also to soften the regret you may one day feel for my 
cieatii. *■ 


‘‘ The letter horrified me ; it revealed the secret suf- 
ferings of the past, wlnle it opened the mysteries of the 
future. I r\-ciit out on foot, not waiting fi>r my caiuuao-o 
and crossed the whole of Paris, driven by remorse, and 
p-aspecl by the violence of my first feeling, — a feel- 
ing which became lasting as soon as I saw" my victim. 
The neatness under which her poverty was hidden gave 
signs of the anguish of her life. .She .spared me what 
shame she could, and spoke of lior snlferings with a 
noble reserve after I had solemnly promised" to adopt 
her clnld. She died, monsieur, — in spite of the care I 
lavished ui»n her, in spite of all the resources of .science 
whieli I vainly invoked. All my care, mv too-lato de- 
votion only served to make her last monumts less bit- 
er. Wie had toiled ceaselessly to maintain her child, 
y maternal sentiment had supported her under pov- 
erty, but not against the keenest of her oriefs — mv 
desertion. A hundred times she had thought of apiieal- 
iiig to me ; a hundred times her woman’s pride an-csted 
ei. She had wept — but never cursed me — as she 
loug i that of all tlie gold I w.as pouring out in floods 
iipon my caprices, not one drop was turned, by a pass- 
ing memorj^ to help the lives of mother and child in 
that poor home. 
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A good priest of the Saint-Siilpiee, wliose iiiercifol 
words restored her calm of mind, helped- iier at this 
crisis, and she had come to dry her tears in the shadow 
of the altars wdiere she sought for hope. The aiigiiisii 
I had poured into her heart was inseiisiblj appeased. 
One dii}’ she overheard lier child repeat the words, ‘ My 
father ! ' — words that she had never taught him ; and in 
that moment she forgave me. But, through grief and 
tears, through daih' and nightly toil, her health gave 
wa}^ Religion, bringing its consolations and the cour- 
age to bear tlie woes of life, had come too late. She 
was attacked with heart-disease, caused by grief, by 
the expectant liope of my return, — a hope forever 
rising and forever crushed. At last, feeling that she 
w\as near the end, she wrote me from her death-hed 
those few' short words, free from reproach, inspired by 
religion and also by her belief in me. She kne^v, she 
said, I w'as more blind than wdeked ; she even 'went so 
for as to blame herself for the 'woman’s pride that car- 
ried her too for. ‘ If I had written eaiiler/ she said, 

‘ perliaps we miglit have had time to make onr cliild 
legitimate by marriage.’ 

Monsieur, beside that bed 'where I learned to know 
the value of a devoted heart, I changed forever. I was 
at an age when the eyes still weep. During the last 
days of that precious life, my actions and my tears 
testified to the repentance of a man who was stricken 
to the heart I recognized too late that soul of qiialit}^ 
wdiich the frivolities of the "world, the emptiness and 
selfishness of w^oinezi of fashion had taught me to desire 
and prompted me to.- seek. . Weary of .shams., wv^ary of 
listening to lies, 1 had asked for love, the true love of 
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which fictitioos passions bad driven me to dream; and 
it was here, Mllecl.bj. me'; I could not keep it, though 
it still was mine. 

^ Four years' experience had revealed to me iiiy true 
character. My temperament, the nature of my imag- 
ination, my religious principles, dormant rather than 
destro3’ed, m3’' style of mind, my reservcal and sensitive 
heart, — ^all these had been leading me for some time past 
to solve the troubles of my life in the enjo3’ments of the 
Iteart, and to spend the passions of nyv nature in the 
delights of family life, the truest of all delights. B3' 
dint of lioundering in the void of existence without an 
object, of pursuing pleasures devoid of all the senti- 
ments that ought to eml)ellish them, tiie tliought of a 
home life had lately roused my keenest emotions. 
Thus the change which now took place in my life and 
morals was lasting, though sudden. My southern na- 
ture, deteriorating under the intluence of a life in Paris, 
would assuredly not have led me to pit3’ the kite of a 
deserted girl if some triiler had related it in a merry 
company, — in France, the horror of a crime disap- 
pears in the wit of a clever saying, — but in presence 
of this celestial creature, who was to me without la?- 
proach, all sophistries were silenced : the codin was 
there ; my child smiled at me, not knowing tiiat I had 
killed its mother. She died; she died happy in the 
knowledge that I loved her, and that in liiis new love 
nothing was due to pity, nor even to the tie that now 
united us so closely. Never shall I forget the last hours 
of that d3dng life, when, with love reconquered and her 
mother-heart at rest, her sorrows ceased. Tiie plenty 
and the luxury with which she was surrounded, the joy 
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of Iier chilcl, wlio seemed more lovely in the pretty gar- 
ments of his age, were to her the pledges of a happy 
future for the little being in whom she thought to live 
again. 

‘•The vicar of Saint-Siilpice, a witness to my despair, 
made it all the deeper by giving me no emptj" consola- 
tions ; he laid the gravity of my obligations before rne. 
But I did not need a spur ; my conscience spoke loudly 
enough. A woman had nobly trusted me ; I had lied to 
her in saj^lng that I loved her, and then I had betra3'ed 
her. I had caused the sorrows and misfortunes of a 
poor girl who, having accepted the humiliations of the 
world for m3" sake, ought to have been sacred to me. 
She died forgiving me, forgetting all her wrongs, for 
she rested on the promises of a man who had already 
broken his word to her. After giving me her girlish 
faith, Aga the found in her heart another faith to give 
me, tiie faith of a mother. Oh ! monsieur, that child I 
her child ! God alone knows wiiat it was to me. The 
dear little being, like its mother, was graceful in all its 
movements, in its speech, in its ideas ; but to me — ^ 
it was more than a child. It was m3" pardon, my 
honor. I cherished it like a father, but I longed to 
love it as its mother would have loved it ; I thought iny 
remorse would change to 303’ if I could make it feel it 
had never lost its mother’s breast. Thus I was bound 
to m3' son bjv every human tie, and every religious 
hope. I liad in mj' heart all the tenderness that God 
has given to mothers. The voice of the child made me 
quiver ; I looked at him for hours as he lay asleep, with 
an ever-springing joy ; often my tears' fell on his brow. 
I taught' him to, come to me 'and sa}" his prayers on mj" 
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bed as soon as he waked in ;the raorniiig. What sweet 
emotions the pure and simple prayer of oiir Lord uttered 
by the pure fresli lips of the child have given me, — 
but also, what terrible anguish 1 One moniing, after 
saying, ^ Our Father, who art in heaven d he stopped : 
^ Why not ‘‘oiir mother?’’ ’ he asked me. The words 
overpowered me. I adoi’ed my son, iHit I had cast 
more than one fatal misfortime upon his life. Though 
the laws recognize the faults of 31)11 th, ancl have in a 
measure protected them, by giving (with some iinwill- 
ingiiess) a legal existence to iiatiirai children, tlie world 
has added the support of insurmountable prejudices to 
the reluctance of the law. 

From this period of m3' life, monsieur, come the 
serious reflections I have made on the basis of soci- 
eties, on their machinery, on the duties of man, and 
the morality which ought to actuate evci-y citizen, 
(ienius apprehends at once the ties wiiicli bind the 
soul of man to the destinies of society ; ndigion in- 
spires pure minds with the principles necessaiy to hap- 
piness ; but repentance alone can imprint them on an 
ardent and impetuous imagination : repentance enlight- 
ened me. I lived for a child, and throiigh lliat child I 
was led to meditate on great social quc'stions. I re- 
solved to supply him in advance with every means of 
success, and thus pave a sure w^ay for his future eleva- 
tion. I had him taught English, German, Italian, Span- 
ish, and surrounded him with persons of those countries 
whose business it was to make him acquire from in- 
fancy the pronunciation of each language. To m3' 
great joy, I found him a child of excellent disposition, 
and I made the most of it by instructing him wLile I 
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amased liim. I endeavored tolet not' a'siiigie false idea 
get into Ills mind ; above all, I tried to accustom liifii 
eaiij to Use bis intelligence. I sought to give biiii the 
clear vision that generalizes ^?ith sure, yet rapid giaiiee, 
and the patience which condescends to ininiite details; 
and finally, I taught him how to suffer and keep silence. 
I never allowed an impure, nor even mi unclean, word 
to be littered in his hearing; it ivas my first care that 
the men and the things about him should help to eiuiO” 
ble him, to uplift his soul, to give him a love of truth, 
a horror of falsehood, and make him simple and natural 
in language, in actions, and in manners. The liveli- 
ness of his imagination made him eagerly seize all les- 
sons from the outside ; and the readiness of his mental 
faculties made other studies eas}'' to him. What a 
charming plant he was to cultivate I Ah 1 what happi- 
ness is equal to a mother’s I I understood now how his 
mother had lived and borne her sorrows. 

This, monsieur, was the great event of my life ; and 
now^ I come to the catastrophe which drove me to this 
district. I shall tell you the commonest of all histories, 
and the simplest, yet to me it is terrible. 

After giving, for several years, all my' thoughts and 
care to the child of whom I sought to iiiaive a man, my 
solitude began to frighten me ; my son was growing 
Up, he would soon leave me. Love is the principle of 
existence in my' soul. I felt the need of affection, a 
need ever disappointed, y’et ever reviving and growing 
stronger wdtli age. I had in me all the conditions for 
a true attachment.' I had been tried'; ! knew' the meaii- ^ 
log'of constancy, and the happiness of turning a sacrifice ' 
into a pleasure ; the wmmaii' I loved 'must needs he first 
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ill, our joint actions and in all inj tlioiiglits. I delighted 
ill imagining a love that slioii Id reach tiie degree of cer- 
tainty when emotions so interpcmetratA? two beings that 
happiness passes into the life, the look, the words, and 
is no longer an external agitation. Love is then to the 
life what religion is to tiie soul ; it inspires it, sustains 
and enlightens it.- I interpreted conjugtd love differently 
from other men ; I felt that its beaiiti', its glory,’ lay pre- 
cisely in those things which prove tlie ruin of niaiiy iiouse- 
holds. I keenly felt the moral grandeur of a douhle 
life so cioselj" shared that the eonimon acts of existence 
should afford no obstacle to the permanence of feeling. 

But wliei’e find hearts beating so perfectly with 
isochronous movement (pardon the seiei it hk* term) that 
such celestial union could he brought about? If they 
exist, nature or chance throws them so far asunder that 
they cannot join ; or the}- know eaeii other too late and 
are too soon separated b}' death. Siadi It tality must 
have a inetining, but I have never seaivhed li)r it. I 
suffer too much from m3’ wounds to study them. Per- 
haps perfect happiness is a prod igjc that our species 
cannot perpetuate. 

My desire for a marriage of this kind had otht?r 
motives. I was without friends. To me the world wtis 
a desert. There is something about me whicii impedes 
the tender phenomenon of the union of souls. Persons 
have sought me out, but nothing lias ever kept tliem 
near me, no matter what advances I made towards 
them. With many men, I have silenced my sense of 
what the w’orld calls superiority; I walked at their 
pace, adopted their ideas, laughed with their laugh, 
and made the best of their faults of character. If I had 
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attained to fame T would' have, sold it to the in for a 
little aflectioo. These men left me without a regret. 
Snares .and sufferings are all that Paris holds for hearts 
that seek true sentiments. Wherever I turned in social 
life the earth cromblecl under my feet. To some per- 
sons my kindliness meant weakness ; yet if I showed 
the talons of a man conscious of the strength to grasp 
authority, they thought me wicked. To others, the hap- 
py laugh which ceases at twenty and which we are half- 
ashamed to indulge in later, was a source of ridicule ; 
I amused them. In these days the world is bored, 
it wdll have gravity in its most triffiiig intercourse. It 
is a horrible epoch, which bows before the polished, 
cold and commonplace man whom it hates, and yet 
obej’S. I discovered later the reason of tliese appar- 
ent inconsistencies. Mediocrity, monsieur, is Biifficieiit 
for the ordinary purposes of life ; it is the daily garb 
of society ; all that emerges troiii the soft shadow 
cast bj*' commonplace people is too striking for the 
daily uses of the world ; genius and originality are 
jewels which it locks away, and only wears on great 
occasions. 

“And so, monsieur, solitary as I was in the xiiidst 
of Paris, find iog nothing to satisfy me in the world 
around me, which took my all and returned me nothing, 
unable to have enough of 1113" child to ffli my soul be- 
cause I was a man and not a woman, — it came to pass 
that one day, when I felt m3" life growing chill and I 
bent beneath the weight of rn3^ secret wretchedness, I 
met the w^oman vrho was to make me know love in all 
its violence, the honor of a love avowed, love, with its 
teeming hopes of happiness — in short, Love I 

16 





■:/ ‘‘•I had renewecl. illy intimaev' with the old friend of 
my father who ibraievly looked after* my Interests. It 
.was in his house. thatl met the yoiiiig , girl for whoin I 
felt the love that was to last as long as lih.^ itself. Tiie 
older a man - grows, ■ monsieur, the more he recognizes 
the immense intloenee of ideas upon events. Certain 
estimable preiucliees, growing out of noble religious 
ideas, were the actual cause of my great misfortune. 
The young girl I speak of belonged to an extremely 
pious family, whose Catholic opinions originated in the 
spirit of a sect improperly called Jansenist. wliieh wtis 
formerly the cause of much ^rouble in France, — you 
know why?” 

‘‘ No,” said Genestas. 

Janseniiis, bishop of Ypres, wrote a bc>ok siippose<l 
to contain teachings in conflict with those of the Holy 
fSee. Later, the actual text of the book was thought 
not to be heretical; and some writers even iveiit so far 
as to deny the existence of any such doctrines. This 
originally msignificaiit dispute gave birth to two parties 
ill the Gallican church, — that of the Jansenists, and 
that of the Jesuits. There were great men on both sides. 
It was a struggle between two powerful bodies. The 
Jansenists accused the Jesuits of teaching a relaxeil 
moralit}’^, and themselves affected an excessive purity 
of manners and principles; they were, in France, a 
species of Catholic Puritan, if the terms can be allied. 
During the French Revolution, there grew up, as a 
result of the unimportant sciiism produced ]>y the Con- 
cordat, a body of purer Catholics, who would not recog- 
nize the bishops appointed by the revolutionary power 
and the transactions of the Pope. This faithful flock 
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foniiecl wbat was called the ‘little chiirc4i,'’ whose sl:iep« 
herds taught,, as did the Jansenists,- the exei'nplar 3 ' 
regiiiarit}’ of life and conduct which appears to be ^ 
law. necessary to the existence of all proscribed and 
persecuted sects. Several Jaoseiiist families belonged 
to the ‘ little church.’ The parents of this voiiiig girl 
were among those who embraced the two piiritaiiisms ; 
both equal!}' stern, and giving to the character and 
countenance of their follow^ers an imposing digiiitv ; for 
it is the property of absolute doctrines to eniiobie simple 
actions b}' connecting them wqlli the future life. Froiii 
a sense of that life comes a splendid and w'imiing purity 
of heart, a respect for one’s self and others, a delicate 
sense of justice and injustice ; also a vast charity, at 
tlie same time a strict equity, nay, an implacable one ; 
anti a profound horror of every vice, above all for false- 
hood, which ineiudes them all. 

“I cannot recall any moments in my life more de- 
ligiitful tlian those during w^'Iiich, at the house of my old 
fi'iend, I saw^ and admired for the first time this timid, 
true young girl, trained to obedience, in whom all the 
special virtues of that faith shone forth without pro- 
ducing in her any sign of pride. Her supple and slen- 
der . figure ' lent a , grace to' her . movements ■ that no 
austerity conld hide ; the outline of her face had tlie 
distinction and her features the delicacy of aj'oung girl 
of noble blood ; her glance was gentle yet proud, her 
bimv calm ; her head w’as crowmed with abundant hair, 
simply braided, and yetdt. served, ■unknown to her, .as. an 
adorament. Captain,-, she- was to me the ■type., of -a. per- 
fection wdiieh eacii^ man finds in the woman who' inspires 
him. wdtli ■ love. To love..’ at .all 'must he not see in her 
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the qiialit}" of that -beauty wbieii liis inclividiial nature 
dreams of, and : prefigures ? When I spoke to lier, she 
answered simply, without alaeriW nor yet false modesty, 
— unaware of the. pleasure' wdiich the harmony of her 
voice with her exterior beauty gave me. .These angels 
all bear the same signs, by whicli the heart knows them ; 
the same sweetness of voice, the same tenderness in 
the eyes, the same purify of the skin, and sometliiog 
pretty in the gestures. Tiiose gifts all harmonize and 
blend, and unite to charm aithoogh we are not able to 
seize the essence of their charm. A divine soul breathes 
in every movement. I loved her passioiiatei}''. Tiiis 
love awakened and then satisfied the feelings it aroused : 
ambition, fortune, all my dreams were realized. Beau- 
tiful, noble, rich, and well brought up. slie possessed 
advantages which the world arbiti'arily demands in a 
w’-oinan placed in the high position 1 desired to reach ; 
well educated, she was able to express lun* thoughts 
with the sparkling eloquence that is so rare and yet so 
common in France, where the pretty w<jrds of many 
women are mere emptiness, w'hile hers betrayed a wit 
that was full of sense. Above all, she had a deep sense 
of her own dignity that made others respect her ; J 
know of no quality more beautiful in a wife — 

“I pause, captain; who can picture the woman lie 
loves I between her and the man who loves her mys- 
teries pre-exist which escape analysis. 

‘‘ I took my old friend into my confidence ; lie pre- 
sented me to the family, and gave me the support of 
his honorable character.. Though 1 was received at first 
with the cold reserve peculiar to exclusive persons, wiio, 
however, never give up a friend they once accept, later on 
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I came to be more familiarly" welcomed. No doubt I owed 
this evidence of regard to the conduct I porsiied inider 
these circumstances. Notwithstanding ' my passion, I 
diti nothing to lower myself in iiij own .eyes ; I showed 
110 , servile desire to please ; I did not flatter those on 
whom my fate depended. I show^ed my'self for w'liat I 
was, — and, above all, a man. After my character be- 
came known, 1113* old fnencl, as anxious as I was myself 
to put an end to my sad celibacy, spoke to the hither of 
1113" wishes; they w’ere flivorablj" received, though still 
with the cautions reserve that people of the world seldom 
ky aside. From a desire to help me to a ^ good mar- 
riage/ — an expression whieli turns a solemn act Into a 
commercial enterprise, where each side seeks to deceive 
the other, — the old man kept silence on what he called 
the error of 1113^ youth. He feared that the exi^itence of 
1113" child might rouse moral olyections in co nparison 
with which all questions of fortune were as nothing, and 
so lead to a rupture of the marriage. He was rigid. 

It is,’ he said to me, ‘ a matter which can very well be 
settled between you and y-our wife, from whom yon will 
easily obtain absolution.’ To silence my scruples, he 
employed all the specious arguments which the ordi- 
nary" wisdom of the world suggests. I must declare, 
monsieur, that my own feelings prompted me to lay the 
whole matter loyally before the head of the laraliy^ ; !)ut 
the inflexibility^ of his character led me to pause and 
reflect, and the possible consequences of rny avowal 
alarmed me. I basely^ compromised with my" conscience ; 

I resolved to wait, and win from my future wife siieli 
decided proofs of affection that my^ happiness coiiM not 
be jeopardized by- the confession. The resolution to 
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avow all at a favoraMe moment seeiiieci to the 

sophistries of the world and of my old friend. 

' ‘‘I was now received by the parents of the young, 
girl on the footing of a future hiisband, thougli"witli- 
out.' the'lviiowledge' of the friends of the family. The 
distinctive characteristic of these pious families is un- 
limited reserve ; they keep silence about everything, 
even inatteis that are of no coi]isec|ue.iice* You. "would 
hardly believe, monsieur, how much tills gentle gravity, 
mingling with every action, adds depth to the charac- 
ter of their feelings. Among such iamiiies all occupa- 
tions are useful ; the w’'omen employ their leisure in 
making clothes for the poor ; the talk is never frivolous ; 
laughter, indeed, is not banished, but the Jests are sim- 
ple and without acrimony. At first, the conversation, 
strippeo^of the piquancy which gossip and seandalou.s 
tales g’i\ 3 to the conversations of the world, seemed 
strange to me. Thefother and uncle read the news- 
papeis, but my future wife had never cast her t^jes 
upon those pages which all, even the most hai’inless, 
tell of the crimes and vices of the community. Later, 
however, my soul received from that pure atmosphere 
the same impression which our eyes receive from neu- 
tral tints, — a soft repose, a soothing quietude. The 
life was outwardly one of frightful monotony. The in- 
terior aspect of the house had a chilling iiiliuence ; everv 
morning I saw the furniture, even the pieces that were 
in daiij use, ranged exactly in their proper places, and 
the smallest articles in scrupulous order. 

‘‘ And 3 -et, this manner of life w’^on upon me. After 
conquering the first repugnance of a man accustomed 
to the pleasures of variety in the luxury and stir of 
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Parisian, life, I perceived the advantages of such an, 
existence. It develops ideas to their fullest extent, 
and stimnlates invo.Iuntai j meditation : the heart rules, 
nothing .distracts it, it comes finalh'' to the perception of 
something, I , know not. what, as limitless as the ocean. 
Ill such a life, as in a cloister, where the same things are 
ever and ever recoriing, thoughts detach themselves 
from things, and return, unshackled, to the infinitude of 
feelings.. To a man as sincerely in love as I was, the 
silence, the simplicitv of life, the almost iiionastic repe- 
tition of the same acts performed at the same hours, all 
gave greater ■ force to love. In sneh deep> calm, .the 
slightest motion, a wmrd, a gesture, became of enormous 
interest. Nothing being forced or conventional in the 
expression of feelings, a sinile, a glance gave, to those 
■whose hearts were one, inexhaiistibie methods of ex- 
pressing themselves. I began to understand that lan- 
guage, with all its magnificent possibilities, has nothing 
SO varied or so eloquent as the commimion of glances 
and the harmoi^y of smiles. Many a time did I send my 
soul to my lips or to my e3’es, and tell the ardor of inj 
love in speechless utterance to the young girl wlio sat 
beside me, — always tranquil, and ignorant of the secret 
meaning of my presence ; for her parents wished to leave 
her free to choose in the most important act of her life. 
But no sooner does a true passion enter into us than 
the mere presence of the woman we love satisfies our 
most violent desires. When admitted to her presence 
our happiness is like that of a Christian in communion 
with God. To see her, is it not to adore her? If for 
me, more than for any other, it was tox'tiire to be denied 
the right to utter the transports "of my heart, if I was 
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forced to bury - in its depths those burn irigv words whicli 
■fail to -render the more burning emotions the}’ : endeavor 
to express, yet this constraint,, by, imprisoning „iny pas- 
sion, 'made it rush forth more vehemently in little things, 
and the trifling circiimstanees of our eoiiimon life grew 
to' have an excessive value. To admire her for.liours 
together ; to wait for an .answer and listen with delight 
to the modulations of her voice, that I might find wdthin 
them the secret of her thoughts ; to watch the tremliling 
of her fingers as I gave her some object for wliieh slie 
searched ; to find pretexts to lightly touch her dress, her 
hair, or take her hand, or make her speak more than 
she wished to speak, — all these nothings wxu*e great 
events to me. Daring such hours of ecstasy, the eyes, 
the gestures, the voice convoy to the send mysterious 
proofs of love. Such >vas my language, — tiie only 
utterance which the virginal reserve of this young girl 
permitted. For her manners never cliimged ; she was 
with me as a sister witli a brotiiei* ; only, as my passion 
grew, the contrast between my words and hers, between 
her looks and mine, became more striking, and 1 ended 
by divining that her timid silence was tlie only means 
by which she was able to express her feedings. IVas 
she not always in the salon wdien 1 came? did she 
not stay there till my visit, perhaps expected and de- 
sired, was over? such silent tribute, did it not reveal 
the secret of her innocent soul? surely, she listened 
to my words with a pleasure she knew^ not how to 
hide. 

‘^This reserve in our manners, and the repression of 
our love, at last put the parents out of patience. Seeing 
that I was nearly as timid as their daughter, they judged 
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favorably of bi}" character,, and thonglit me worthy of 
their, esteem. The .fether and mother spoke to my old 
fiieod, and said many fiatterin^ things; they called me 
their adopted son, and praised more especially my moral 
principles. It is quite true .that I had renewed, ,mj 
youth. In that pure and religious circle the mail of 
thii%-tw^o became once more the youtli foil of beliefs. 
Summer was nearly over; the. business which had kept 
the family in Paris, contrary to their habits, was fin- 
ished, and in the month of September they vi'ere to 
leave for a country-seat in Auvergne, where the father 
invited me to spend two months in an old chateau nest- 
ling among the mountains of the Cantal. When this 
cordial invitation was given, I made no immediate an- 
swer. My hesitation brought me the sw^ectest, most 
deiightful involuntary expression by which a modest 
young girl ever betrayed the secrets of her heart. Eve- 
lina — oh, God!” exclaimed Benassis, who became 
silent and tlioughtful. 

“ Forgive me, Captain Bluteaii,” he resumed, after a 
a long pause. ‘^For the first time in twmive years I 
have littered a name that hovers ever in n\y thoughts 
— tliat a voice cries to me when I sleep. Evelina, 
then, since I liave named her, raised her head with a 
movement wdiose rapidity contrasted strongly with the 
innate quietness of all her movements. She looked at 
me without pride, but with a sort of pained anxiety ; 
then she blushed, and lowered her e^’^es. The veiy 
slowness with wiiieh the lids w’ere dropped gave me a 
pleasure I know" not how to express, a pleasure hitherto 
iinknowni to me. I could only answer in a broken voice. 
The emotions of my heart spoke straight to hers, and 
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she thanked me with a look that, was soft and '.almost 
tearful. We had told each other all. 

went with the family to their eoiiii try-place. From 
the day when our hearts uiKlei'stood eacli other, all 
things about us wwe a new" aspect; nothing now w"as 
without a meaning. Though true love is ever the same, 
it takes ' the , form of our. Ideas., and is ahvays like and 
unlike to itself in each being; for in each the passion 
is a unique grow'tli, expressing indi vidua! sympathies. 
The poet and the philosopher alone know" the depth of 
meaning in a definition of love now" grown common- 
place, nameljn the egotism of a double self. We love 
ourselves in that other. But if the expression of love is 
so diverse that each pair of lovers have not their like 
throughout the centuries, love nevertlieless follow’s a 
law in its ways of utterance. All young girls, even the 
most chaste, use the same language, and differ only in 
the grace of their ideas. But there w"as this exception 
ill the ease of Evelina : to any other young girl the 
innocent betrayal of her emotions woidd ha^"e seemed 
natural ; to her it w-as a concevssioii made to tumultuous 
feelings, w"hich overcame the iiabitual calm of her relig- 
ious youth ; each furtive glance w-as vio](mtly snatched 
from her by love. This constant struggle between luw 
heart and her principles gave to the slightest action of 
her life, so tranquil on the surface yet so deeply stirred 
w"itMn, a steadfast character, greatly superior to the ex- 
aggerations of most young girls W"hose manners soon 
take the tone of the society about them. 

During the journey, Evelina observed the beauties 
of nature and talked of them with enthusiasm. When 
w'e are forbidden to express the joy the ].)resence of our 
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l:)elove(l gii'CS us we pour .the feelings that overflow, our 
,liea..rts upon external ohjeets; and those our hidden 
feelings glorify. .The poetiy'of the landscape which 
flitted past our eves was, for each of us, an interpreter 
fully understood *, the praises that we gave it contained, 
to our own souls, the ■ secrets of our love. Evelina’s 
mother amused herself, eveiy now and then, with a few 
feminine sallies at her .daughter’s expense. You 
have travelled through this valley twenty tiiiies, iiiy 
dear child, witliout seeming to admire it;’ she said, 
after some Speech of Evelina’s ■ that seemed to her too 
warm.. .^Mother, I .was not then old enough to iiiideT- 
stand this sort, of beauty.’, /Forgive me for relating 
this t,rifle, wdiicli can have- no charm for you, captain ; 
to me the . simple answer ■ brought untold , happiness, 
.welling up in the glance, she gave me. So, each, village 
lighted by the rising sun. each ivy-eovered riiiii that we^ 
looked at together, .served to. imprint more deeply oil; 
our souls, by the memoiy -of a material filing, the ten- 
der eiiiotioiis. in which, . for- us, oor future lay. 

, , We reached . the chateau, where I stayed about fort}" 
days. That short period, monsieur, is the only time 
of complete hajipiness which heaven has gi’anted me. 
I tasted joys unknown to the dwellers in -a city. I felt 
the pleasure two lovers feel in living under the same 
roof ; marrying each other, as it were, before marriage, 
walking together along the fields, able to be at times 
alone, sitting beneath a tree, in the depths of some 
lovely valley, looking at tlie biillclings of an old mill, 
snatching some half-given confidence from the tender 
talks that lead iis a little more, and more, into each 
other’s hearts. Ah I monsieur, life in the open air, the 
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beauties of, heaven and earth, harmonize so weli with 
the delights and, the'pertectlons of tlie son! ! To sin fie 
upon each other as we contemplate the skies, to iningie 
quiet speech with the song of liirds beneath the dewy 
foliage, to loiter homeward w’ith reliietaut step, listen- 
ing to the bells that summon ns all too soon ; to admire 
together some glimpse of scenery, follow the capricious 
flight of insects, or watch the goldeii<-fly, that fragile 
creation allied to pure and loving ghihood, — is not this 
to be daily drawn a little nearer towards heaven ? To 
me, those forty days hold memories that color all iny 
life, — memories the more beautiful and infinite, because 
never again was I to meet w'itli comprehension. To-day 
many a scene, simple apparently, tiiougii full of bitter 
meaning for a wounded heart, recalls tlie vanislKal yet 
im forgotten love. Do yon remenilier tlie sunset liglit on 
the cottage of little Jacques, — liow at (.>ne moment tlie 
sunbeams gloritled all nature, and tiaui, suddenly, the 
scene grew dhrk and gloomy? Tliose aspects, so widely 
different, sliow'ed me a faithful i)icture of* this period of 
my life. Monsieur, I received from Evelina the first, tin? 
sole, Bublime proof of love that an innocent girl is al- 
lowed to give, — all the dearer because it is given fur- 
tively ; precious promise of love, the echo of tiio languag(^ 
spoken in a better w^orld. Sure, then, of* being loved, 1 
swore in my thoughts to tell her all. to keei) no secret 
from her. I felt ashamed that I iiad delayed so long to 
speak to her of the troubles I had brought upon mvselfb 
“ Unfortunately, on the morrow^ of that happy day, I 
received a letter from my son*s tutor, which made me 
tremble for the life so dear to me. I left, without con- 
Ming my secret to Evelina, and without giving her 
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parents any other reason than important business. Hy 
departure, alarmed them.- . Fearing, that I had some 
■eiitanglenient .of the heart, -they wrote to Paris , to iii» 
quire into, my condiiet.. Inconsisteiitl}^ .with their relig- 
ious principles, , they distrusted me without giving me a 
■cliaiice to meet -their suspicions. One of their friends 
informed them, witliont iin- knowledge, of the events of 
nw youth, exaggerated 1113’ errors, and dwelt on the 
existence of nw child,. ’which I had, they, said, intention- 
ally concealed. When, soon after, I wwote to my in- 
tended father-in-law, I received no answer. The family 
returned to Paris ; 1 called at the house and was not 
admitted. Much alarmed, I sent my old friend to in- 
quire the motives of a conduct I could not iioderstand. 
’^Vlien he learned them, the good old man nobl}” took 
the wliole blame of mj- silence upon himself, tried to 
defend me, but did no good. Motives of interest and 
morality were too powerful in the family, their preju- 
dices too fixed ; it W'as impossible to change their 
resolution. 

My despair knew no bounds. At first I tried to 
qindl the storm ; but m3" letters were sent back to me 
unopened. When all iiuman means were exhausted, 
when the father and mother had told ray old friend, who 
was in truth the real cause of n\y misfortune, that tliej" 
would forever refuse their daughter to a man who had 
upon his conscience the death of a woman and the life 
of a natural son, even if Evelina implored them on her 
knees — then, monsieur, there remained to me but one 
last ra3" of hope, feeble as the willow twig to which 
some iinliapp3" wretch clings when drowning. I dared 
to hope that Evelina’s love would be stronger than tlie 
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resolution of her ■parents... Her fat!ic?r miglit.liave con- 
cealed from her his motives .for thus killing our love I 
wished her to decide, my fate on a k.iiowledge of the facts. 
I wrote to her. Alas ! moosieur, it was in tears and 
sorrow, and not without many hesitations, tliat 1 wrote 
the only, love-letter of my life. ,1 have a .vague 
remembrance of the wmrds despair di<:*tated to ine ; 
doubtless I told my Evelina that if slie were sincere and 
true she could not, she ought not to love an}’ man but 
me ; otherwise her life would be a falseiiood ; she would 
be false to her future hnsband or to me. I asked her, 
was it not a betra3'al of all the womanly virtues to den}'* 
to a lost lover the faithfulness she would have given 
him had the raarriage, already celebrated in our liearts, 
taken place? what 'woman '^^ould not think it dearer to 
be bound bjy the promises of the heart than by the 
chains of law? I defended n\y errors, appealing to the 
purity of innocence, forgetting nothing that could, UvS I 
thought, soften a noble and generous heart. As I have 
told you all, I will show you her answer, and my final 
reph'.’V 

Benassis rose, and went to his own room. He soon 
returned, holding in his hand a well worn portfolio, 
from which he took, not without strong emotion, a few 
papers carelessly folded, which trembled in his hand. 

Here is the fatal letter,’* he said. The child wdio 
wrote the w^ords did not know what value the veiT pa- 
per that contained her thoughts would have for me. 
Here,” he added, showing another letter, the last 
cry that my anguish drew from me ; you shall judge of 
it presently. My old friend carried 1113' supplication, 
delivered it secretly, and humiliated his gray hairs by 
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imploring Evelina to read it and to answer it. Here 
is what, she wrote to me : — ' 

Monsieur, — ’ 

To me who was her ‘loved one/ the chaste name 
she had found to express a chaste love — she called me 
monsieur ! That one w^ord told all. But listen to the 
letter : — 

‘ It is cruel for a young girl to discover the duplicity of 
a man to whom her life was to have been confided; never- 
theless, I ought to forgive you, for we all are weak. Your let- 
ter has touched me; but do not write again; I cannot bear 
the pain it causes me. We are parted forever. The excuses 
you offer have affected me; they have stifled the feeling that 
had risen in iny heart against you, — I loved so much to 
think you pure ! But you and I are too feeble against niy 
father’s will. Yes, monsieur, I have dared to speak in your 
behalf. To beseech my parents I have risen above the great- 
est fear I ever felt, I have even cast aside the habits of 
my life. And now^ I yield to your prayers; I am guilty of 
doing wrong in answering you without my father’s knowl- 
edge; but my mother knows of it; her indulgence, leaving 
me free to be this one last moment with you, proves to me 
how much slie loves me, and strengthens me in my obedience 
to the wishes of my. family — which I was very near to dis- 
regarding. 

‘ ‘ ‘ Monsieur, I wri te to you for the first and last time. I for- 
give you, wdthout reserve, for the sorrows you have brought 
upon my life. Yes, you ai*e right; a first love can never be 
effaced. I am no longer a pure young girl ; I could never be 
a chaste wife. I know not therefore what may be my destiny. 
Monsieur, the year that you have filled will echo through my 
life; but I will not blame you. I shall be ever loved — you 
say — Why do you tell me so? Can those words calm the 
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troubled soul of' a poor solitary girl? Have you not wrecked 
Ely future ; life,, and ■given lue nieiiiories iluit must forever 
cling to me? If, now, I can only give myself to Jesus, will 
lie accept a bleeding heart? But he tloes ii(st s<uid nfilietions 
without a purpose; they have a inea-iiiisg; uu^ant to 'call 
me to himself — to him, my only refuge. Monsieur, tliere is 
nothing left for me in life. You can cheat your grief with 
the natural ambitions of men; this is not meant as a re- 
proach, but rather as a sort of consolation. I think that if 
we both bear to-day a heavy burden, my share is the heaviest. 
He in whom I put my trust, and of whom you cau fee] no 
jealoiis}^ he has joined our lives together, and he ]>uts them 
asunder according to his will. I have seen that your relig- 
ious beliefs /were not based upon the pure and living faith 
that alone can help us to endure our eartlily woes. Mon- 
sieur, if God deigns to hear the entreaties of my fervent 
ceaseless prayer, he will grant you tlie illuminations of his 
spirit. 

“ ‘ Farewell, you who should have been my guide ; you, 
whom I called my loved one without shame; you, for wlioni I 
still can pray without dishonor. God oi'ders our lives ac- 
cording to his will; he may call you to himself before me : 
if I am left alone in the world, then, monsieur, confide to me 
your child.’ 

“This letter, full of generous sentiraerds, disapixunlod 
ray hopes/’ resuraed Benas.sis. “ At first 1 could think 
only of ray sorrow; later, I w^elcomed tlie bairn she had 
tried to pour into ray vrounds, forgetting liersolf. But iii 
the first moraenis of ray despair I wrote to her some- 
what harshly. 

“ ‘ Mademoiselle, ■— That word alone will tell you tliat 
I resign you and obey you. A man still finds some sweet- 
ness, terrible though it be, in obeying the woman be loves — 
even 'when she bids him leave her. You are right; I stand 
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condemned in my own eyes. Once, I cast aw^ay tlie devotion 
of a, young girl; it is fitting that my love should now be 
rejected.. But 1 little thought that the only woman to whom 
I have made gift of my soul should be the instrument of this 
vengeance. I could not have suspected such harshness, per- 
haps I ought to say such virtue, in a heart which seemed to 
me so tender and so loving. At this moment the full strength 
of my love is revealed to me ; it survives the bitterest of ail 
griefs, — tlie contempt you show for me in breaking, without 
regret, the ties that bound us. 

^ Farewell forever. I keep the humble pride of repent- 
ance ; and I will seek a way to expiate the errors for which you, 
my mediator in heaven, are without pity. God may be less 
cruel. My sufferings — sufferings filled with you ■— are the 
piinisiimeiit of a wounded heart that will henceforth bleed 
in solitude. Yes, for wounded hearts, silence and shade. Ko 
other image of love can enter my heart. Though I am not 
a woman, I felt, as you feel, that wlien I said, I love thee,'i 
it was a vow for life. Yes, those words, whispered in my 
beloved’s ear, were not a lie. If I could change, your con- 
tempt would be justified: I cannot; you will remain the idol 
of my solitary life. Eepentance and love are virtues that 
should inspire all other virtues; and so, despite the golf that 
parts us, you will still be the principle of my actions. Though 
you have filled my heart with bitterness, no bitter tlioughts 
«>f you are in it: what beginning of better things would that 
be whieli did not purify my soul of the leaven of anger? 

“‘Farewell, then, only heart that I have loved in this 
wwld, and from which I am driven. A¥as ever farewell so 
tender or so full of feeling? bears it not aw^ay a soul, a 
life, that no power on earth can resuscitate? 

“ ‘ Adieu — to you, peace ; to me, suffering. 

Genestas and Benassis looked at each otliei^ for a 
inomeiit, each grasp-of thoughts that caE.;.nevei 
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V* After ' sending this last' ieter,, the rough, of 
which was, as yon 'see, -preserved, a'lid is to me the 
.representative of'; all iot jo3^s,. now withered,"’’ said Be- 
nassis, A I fell into a state of nnutterahle depression. 
The earthh’ ties that hold a man to life were boinid 
together in this one hope, and it was lost. I had to 
bid farewell to the delights of wedded love, to let die 
the generous feelings that were budding in tlie depths 
of iny heart. The pim^ers of a repentant souL tlnrsting 
for good, for beauty, virtue, uprightness, were repulsed 
by persons who were trn^v religious. Monsieur, at lh*st 
my iniiid was tossed about by frantic resolutions, but 
the sight of my son controlled them. M.\’ attachment 
to him increased through the misfoitinies of wliicli lie 
was the innocent cause, and for wliicIi 1 alone was to 
blame. He became 1x13* consolation. At tiiirtA-four 
years of age I could still hope to be nobly usefiil to 1113’ 
country : I resolved to make m3'self a diNtinguished 
man, and wipe out by fame or liy the sphmdor <;f power 
the stain on my son’s birth. How maip" noble eniutions 
I owe to him ; and how living a life ho made me live 
during the days when I worked for Ids future ! — 1 
stifle!” cried Benassis, in a choking voice. '‘Even at 
the end of eleven years, 1 cannot dwell ui>(>ii that fatal 
period. That child, monsieur — I lost iiim ! ” 

The doctor was silent, and hid his face in his hands, 
letting them fall when he recovered calmness. Genes- 
tas saw, not without emotion, the tears that bathed his 
eyes. 

‘Alonsieur, this thunderbolt uprooted me,” eon- 
tinued Benassis ; “ I did not recover a sane moral sense 
until I had transplanted myself into another soil liiaii 


The Country Doctor. 


259 


that of. social life. It was not until later that. I saw the 
hand of God in in? misfortunes ; when I did, I resigned 
myself and iistened to his voice. My resignation could 
not be speedy ; iny higher .nature .had to be awakened. 
I spent the last tires of my natural impetuositj’ in that 
final striiggie ; 1 hesitated long, before I chose the only 
course it was fitting for a Catholic, to take. At first, . I 
wished to kill myself. These' events developed an ex- 
cessive ineiaiiclioly in my mind,. and I coldly resolved 
on this act of despair. ' I considered it allowable to quit 
life, since life itself quitted us. Suicide seemed to be 
a natural act. : Sorrows, '1 thought, produce the same 
ravages iipo'ii the soul of man that extreme siiiferings 
produce upon his body ; surely, the intelligent being 
siilfeiingy iiiider a moral malady, has the right to kill 
himself, as a . lamb, giddy 'with the staggers, lireaks its 
head against a tree. Are. 'the. Ills of the soul easier to 
cure tliaii those o'f the: body? ■ I ..doubt it. . , I know not 
which is the greater coward,.' the man. .who is always 
I'loping, or he who no longer hopes. Suicide seemed to 
me. the last stage of. a .moral malad 3 q just as natural 
death is the last stage of a physical mahn^y ; but since 
the moral life is placed- .under the control of the iiuirian 
will, its cessation, ought surely ;. to be in accordance witli 
the action of the: .mind.'' ■■■■It :1s.. thetthougiit 'that Idlis, 
not the pistol. Moreover, ^ does .not the fact that mere 
chance can strike us...do.wm. in. the happiest moment of 
our lives, absolve a man who .declines to live any longer 
a w’retched life ? ■ . .. 

“ And 3"et, monsieur, these .meditations, which filled 
.my mind in those first days -of mourning, lifted me to 
higher .considerations. '..For a shared the noble 
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beliefs of pagan antiquity, — always, liowever, demaiKb 
ing from them better rights for mao. 1 believed I eould, 
by the light"of modern torches, dig deeper than the an- 
cients luni dug into questions formerly nahiccd to sys- 
tems. Epicurus permitted suicide. Was it not llie 
natural outcome of his philosophy ? lie re(|nired. at any 
liriee, the gratiiication of iiis senses ; that enjo3iiient 
failing him, it was natural and peraiissibie, he thought, 
for the animate being to return to tlie repose of inani- 
mate nature. The sole end of man being happiness 
and tiic hope of happiness, death rjoeaine a good to one 
who sulfered and suffered hopelessly, and to take it 
voluntarily was a final act of w’isdom. Tliat act, how- 
ever, he neither praised nor blamed; he me rely said, 
pouring a libation to Baceiius, * Death is no cause 
■for laugliter, nor for tears.’ 

Zeno, and the other Stoics, tliough of a higher mo- 
rality and more imbued with tiie d<.K‘triue of duty timn 
the Epicureans, recommended suicide in certain eases. 
They reasoned thus : Man ditfers from tiie brutes in 
that he is the sovereign master of his own pm'son. 
Take away from him the right of lif,^ and (hath over 
himself, and 3^011 make him the slave of men and of 
events. This right of' life and death, wx‘H understood, 
is the effective counterpoise of natural an<l social evils : 
this individual right, if made over by man to his fellows 
begets t 3 Tann 3 V Man’s power cannot exist unless he 
has an unlimited freedom of action. Has he to escape 
the shameful consequences of an irremediable wrong- 
doing? the common man swallows the siiame and lives 
on ; the wise man drinks 'the hemlock and dies. Has 
he to endure for the restnf his life the gout wdiicli bums 
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ills bones,: or, a, cancer which eats np liis fiice?, the wise 
niaii sees that the moment. has come'; he sends awaj_ 
the ' quacks, and savs a last .fere well to friends wliose 
ii'ves he would otherwise sadden by his existence.; Or it 
may be tl'iat he falls under the power of a tyrant wiioiii 
he has combated with weapons in his hand — what shall 
he do? The oath of allegiance is offered ; he must take 
it, or lose his head : the fool lays his neck on the block, 
the cow^ard takes the oath, the wise man strikes to. his 
owui heart a last blow' for liberty. ‘ Free men,’ cries the 
Stoic, ^ learn to keep yourselves free 1 — free from your 
passions, bj^ sacrificing them to duty ; free from your 
fellows, by the poison or the dagger wdiieh puts j'oii be- 
yond their reach; free of fate, by drawing the line 
beyond wdiich it can have no grip upon you; free of 
prejudices, by never confounding them with duties; 
free of all animal apprehensions, by knowing how to 
surmount the grosser instincts w^Iiich chain down the 
lives of so many unfortunates.’ 

“ After clearing these arguments from tiie pbilo- 
sophic tangle of the ancients, I believed I had found a 
Cliristian sanction for them under the laws of free-will, 
which God has given to men to enable him to judge 
them at his tribunal in the last day ; I said to mjself, 

1 will answ'er for my deed there.’ But, monsieur, 
.iiese veiy reasonings forced me to think of the morrow 
of death ; and soon I found myself face to face with mjy 
early beliefs. 

“The whole of human life becomes of grave importance 
if eternit}" bears its weight upon our lightest resolutions. 
When the thought of the: future .life acts with all its 
force upon the soul .of .man, and .makes him feel within 
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iiiiBself sometMiig unspeakably vast that puts iiim in 
contact with the infinite, all things change strangely. 
From such a point ol* view litc is very grand and very 
petty. The sense of iny own <‘rrors had m*ver iedi iin> 
to think of heaven so long as I cuuld Ihui eoinfuil fee/ 
my sorrows on earth. To love, to consecrate imself 
to the happiness of one ^YOinan, to l^e tijc head of a 
family, — that surely was a noble way of c‘Xpiating tiu' 
errors which stung my soul. When that way came to 
nought, still there was expiation in amseeraling my 
life to that of my child. But when, after these eifbrls 
of my soul, disdain and death wrapped me in etenia! 
mourning, when all 103^ feelings w‘ere wuimded and I 
could see nothing left to me here below, — then I raised 
my eyes to heaven, and I saw (hxl 

However, I still tried to make jviigiun an aecoinplice 
in my death. I re-read the (iospels, and found no text 
in which suicide was forbidden ; but that reading filed 
me, penetrated me with the divine tluaight of Uu.* ^Saviour 
of men. Certainly he has said nothing of immortality, 
blithe has told us of his FatlieFs mansions. He has 
nowhere forbidden parricide, but he eomlemns all evil. 
The glory of his apostles, and the proof of theii* mis- 
sion, is less that they gave laws than tluit they spread 
throughout the earth the new spirit of the new law. 
The courage that a man displays in killing himself now 
seemed to me his own condemnation. If he has the 
strength to die, he ought to have tiie strength to strug- 
gle : to refuse to suffer is weakness, not strength. 
Moreover, to quit this life from disappointment — is 
not that to abjure the Christian faith which Jesus has 
anchored on these sublime words : ‘ Blessed are they 


The Ootmtry Doctor. 


26 S 


wlio 111011 m?’ Suicide' no longer seemerl to me, permis- 
sible in, an,}" crisis of human life ; not even, to a man wlio, 
tt'iroiigli' a false conception of the grandeur of the spirit^ 
kills 'iiimself a moment before the executioner lets fall 
■the axe. Jesus Christ, in suffering himself to be cruel” 
lied, taught us to obe3" all human laws, no matter how 
imjustl}’ applied. The word eesigxatiox graven , on his 
cross, intelligible to those who have the eyes to read the 
sacred writing, appeared to me in all its divine clearness. 

“ I still possessed about eighty thousand francs ; at 
first I wished to go far from men, to wear out my life 
ill the depths of some solitary region ; but misantliropiy, 
a form of vanity" hidden under the quills of a hedgehog, 
is not a Catholic virtue. The heart of a misanthropist 
never bleeds, it contracts; and mine bled iTom every 
vein. Thinking over the laws of the Ghnreh and the 
help she ofiers to the afflicted, I came to understand 
the value of prayer in solitude, and I determined to 
‘ enter religion ’ — to use the beautiful expression of 
our forefathers. Though firmly resolved on tins, I 
nevertheless reserved the right of examining the way’s 
by which I conk! attain that end. After turning the 
remains of 1113’ estate into 11101163% I left Paris tranquilly. 
The peace of God w^as a hope that could not fiiil me. 
Attracted from the first l\y the rule of Saint Bruno, I 
made my wa}’ on foot to the Grande Chartreuse, full of 
earnest thoughts. That day" was a solemn one for me. 

I was not prepared for the magnificent scenery which 
opens along the road which leads from Grenoble th rough 
this valley, where superhuman power is visible at eveiy 
step. Those beetling rocks, those precipices, those tor- 
rents that make . their voices heard ' amid the silence , , that ■ 
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.soUtiide lieiiimecl in by inouotaios aiKl vet liiiiitless, tl!^4 
sanctuary to wonder alone can [H*ne- 

trate,' that wilderness of. horror, sufti’iied hy nature’s 
pietiiresc|iie. . primeyai pine-trees and 

those plants of a day — such things in Iheniselves were 
enough to make me serious. ■ It would be dillicult to 
laiigii ill trayersing the desert of Saint Bruno ; there, 

■ all melancholy sentiments preyail. I saw the C.lrande 
Chartreuse.; I . walked beneath those ancient, silent 
arches ; I heard the wmter of the 'spring* falling, drop by 
drop, beloiv the eloisters. I entered a cell that I might 
'take the' measure of my owm ' iiotliiiignes.s ; I breathed 
the peace profound my predecessor liad knoivn there, 
and 1 read with tender emotion the words lu* liad written 
aboyo his door, following the custtuns of a iHonaster}- ; 
all the precepts of the life I sought to li\ e ivere In those 
three Latin wairds, — hifi\ 

Gencstas bowed his head as if he luulcrslooti them, 

“ I made my decision,’' continue<l lUmassis. “ Ihis 
cell, panelled in pine, this luird bed, this loneliness, 
met the w*aiits of my soul. The ]k*ethren were in the 
chapel; I went to pray among them. I’here my reso- 
lution yamsbed. Monsieur, I will not judge the (.'ath- 
olic church; I am strongly ortliodox, 1 h(‘lieye in its 
works and in its laws. But as I listened to the chanted 
prayers of those old men, nameless to the world ami 
dead to the workl, I perceived, even in the deptlis of 
the cloister, a species of sublime selOslmess. Siieli 
retreat from life can profit none but the man lumself; 
it is a slow suicide. I do not condemn it, monsieur. 
If the Church has opened such tombs, they are doubtless 
necessary to some Christians who are useless to , the 
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work!, I believed that I should do better bj iiiak» 
iiig laj repeiitaoee useful to the lives of others. On 
i:i\y jouroe}" ; back from the.- mouasteiy, .1 tliougiit, over 
the wa^’s in which I might .put in practice that ., form., of 
resignation. I imagined the.' life' of a 'Common, sailor, 
and condemned m3^self in thought to serve my country 
ill the lowest rank, renouncing all Intellectual fiinctioiis. 
But,' although it was a life of toll and devotion, It 
seemed to me of too little use. Shonkl I not frustrate 
God’s intentions? If he had given me powers of mind, 
was it not mj (luti” to use them for the good of others ? 
Moreover, — if I may" speak quite frankly, — -I felt within 
my soul a need of expansion which mere mechaoiea! 
obligations would have galled. In a sailor’s life I could 
see no nourishment for the loving-kindness wliieli re- 
sults from my organization, just as each flower exhales 
its own especial perfume. 

I was, as I have already told y^oii, obliged to pass 
the night in this hamlet. During that nigiit I believed 
I heard the voice of God in the compassion to wliicli 
the state of this poor valley moved me. I had tasted 
ttie agonizing Joys of motherhood; I resolved to give 
myself wdiolly up to them, to satisfy the maternal in- 
stinct in a wider sphere than that of a mother, by 
becoming a sister of mercy to the whole region, and 
continually healing the wounds of the poor. I saw tiie 
finger of God marking out ray destiny when I remem- 
bered that the first serious thought of my youth had led 
me to the stiaty of medicine, and I I'esolved to practise 
iny profession here. Moreover, for icounded hearts^ 
alienee ami shade: I had said this in niy letter ; that 
which I had promised my^self .to do, I would carry out ; 
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and so I entered the path of silence and resignation. 
The Fuge^ late,, tace^ of the Carthusian is my motto in 
this place ; my work is an active prayer ; iiiy moral 
suicide is the life of district, over wiiiik I love to 
sow with outstretched hand the seeds of happiness aiul 
joy, — giving that I have not. 

‘'The habit of living among the peasantry, my com- 
plete separation from the w^orhl, have great!}' altered 
me. My face has changed its expression ; it is now 
used to the sun, wdheh has hardened and wiinkled it. 
I have the appearance and demeanor oi‘ a countryman 
in dress, speecli, negligence of non-essentials, and a 
dislike to all that is aflectation. My friends in Paris, 
or the dainty w'omen on w’hom I formerly danced at- 
tendance, could not recognize in uk* a man who was 
once the fashion, the sybaiite aecaistomcd to the lux- 
uries, the frippery, and the rohuenu'nts of Paris, llie 
external things of life are now absolutely inditlerent to 
mo, as they are to all who follow the train of one idea. 
I have no other object in life but to leavt^ it. I desire 
to do nothing to hasten nor yet retard my end ; but I 
shall lie down to die without regret wlam the day of my 
last illness comes. 

“Monsieur, 1 have now told you. In all sincerity, tlie 
events of my life before I came to live in this [>laee. I 
have not concealed my errors : they were* great ; tlu‘y 
w'cre in common with those of other men. 1 have suf- 
fered much, I suffer daily ; but I see in my sufferings 
the promise of a happy future. And yet, in spite of my 
resignation, there are pangs I know not how to bear. 
To-clay, in 3 ^oiir presence, unknown to you, I w^eli-nigii 
gave way to my inward torture.'' 
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G'eiiestas sprang from his' chair. 

^‘.YeS', Captain Bliiteaii, you were present. Yon re'* 
memlier that yon showed me the bed of mere Colas 
after we had put Jacques into' his? Well, if I am -1111- 
able to see ai\y child without thinking of the angel I 
have lost, you can understand my distress as I held in 
my arms one that was stricken wdth death. I cannot 
look composedly on a child.” 

Genestas grew pale. 

“ Yes^ the pretty blond heads, the innocent faces of 
the children I meet, speak to me of my sorrows, and re- 
awaken the agony. It is horrible to me to think so 
many people thank me for the little good I do, when 
that good is but the fruit of ni}^ remorse. Captain, ^cii 
alone know the secret of my life. If I had drawn my 
courage from a purer source than the memory of my 
errors, I should be a happier man, — but then, there 
would be nothing to tell you about my life.” 
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■.CHAPTER 

ELEGIES. 

,: As Benassis ceased speaking,' lie was struck with the, 
expression of deep solicitude on the soldiers face. 
Touched to' have been 'so we,il ■ understood, he half- 
regretted having distressed his guest, and said to 
him': 

‘VBut, Captain Blnteaii, my niisfcn*tiuies ~ ” 

^VDoift call me Captain Bluteaud’ crle<j Qenestas, 
interrupting tim docdor^ iq) with a hasty 

movement that implied a sort of iiiwai'd vexation. 
“ There’s no Captain Bliiteau, I hn a s(*oundrel I ’’ 
Benassls looked at liiin with amazemcuit. as he 3nov(Ml 
here and there about the mhm, like a bumble-bee trying 
to get out of a room it has got into by mistake. 

But who are you, then?” asked Benassis. 

^‘Ah! that Indeed!” replied the soltlier, eoniing 
back to the doctor ; whom, however, he duuMl not faccu 
I have deceived you,” he added, in an ah:in‘ed voice. 
For the first time in ray life I have acted a lie. 1 aiii 
well punished, for now I cannot tell you the object of 
ray visit, nor the reason for such cursed spying. Since 
I havcj as I raia 5 ^ say, looked into your soul, I would 
rather let you strike me than hear you call me Bluteau. 
Yon may forgive me this imposture, but I shall never 
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forgive niyself, 15. .Pierre Joseph Geiiestas, who to 
save , Ms life' would not have lied before a.coiirt- 
inartiair' 

: “ .Are joii Captain Genestas?” cried Benassis, ris- 
ing, He took the officer’s hand and shook it very 
afi'ectionateh’, saying : “Monsieur, w^e are, as joii re- 
marked just now. Mends without knowing it. I have 
long desired to meet you, for I have heard so much of 
you from Monsieur Gravier, — * a man out of Plutareli,’ 
he used to say' to me,” 

“I am not from Pin tareli,” answered Geiiestas. “I 
am unworthy" of you ; I deserve a thrashing. I ought 
to confess my secret — But no, no 1 I have done well 
to wear a mask, and come and see for myself what 
manner of man you are. And now I see plainly I must 
hold my tongue. If I had frankly told you my object 
at the start, I should have given you pain. God forbid 
that I should add to ymur griefs,” 

“ But I do not understand you, captain.” 

“We’ll let the matter drop. I am not a sick man; 

I have spent a good day' ; and I shall go away' to-mor- 
row morning. Wlien y'ou come to Grenoble, you ’ll 
find one friend the more, and not a fair-weather friend 
either. The purse, the sabre, the blood of Pierre Jo- 
seph Genestas, all are y'ours. I’^ou have sown 3'our 
seed on good ground. When I get my' retirement, I 
shall find some sort of hole and get myself made may'or 
of it, and try to imitate you. I shali lack your science, 
but I ’ll study.” 

“You will do well, monsieur; the property'-owner 
who employs his time in correcting the mistakes and 
raising the methods of work in. Ms district, does as 
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modi 'good as ’the best of doctors. , Jf one relieves tlio 
Budeiings of a Jew nieii,. tbe other licl|is to cure the 
wounds of his coiintrY.' But. you excite iiiyctiriositj.- 
Can I be useful to you in any way?'’ 

' Usefull.’’ exckimedJbe captain In a broken., voice. 
*" Good- Grodl. my dear Monsieur Iicnassis, it is impos- 
sible for me no^v to mention the servic^o I eanie to ask 
of .you. I ,’ve k.illed many a Christian in my day. — you 
can kill people and still hare a good heart. — but rough 
as I seem to 3 'ou, there . are some things I am able to 
comprehend.” 

Speak frankly.” 

I don’t wish to inflict pain upon you.” 

‘‘ Ah ! captain, I can bear a great dea!.” 

“ Monsieur,” said the captaim troinbliug, it con- 
cerns the life of a child.” 

Bonassis’s forehead eoiitractcMl sinldmily ; Imt he 
made a motion as if to ask CuMiesti^s to (‘outiuue. 

‘‘A child,” resumed the eai)tfnin -Mvliosc life might 
still be saved b}" close and constant watehing. But 
where was I to And a doctor willing to devote liimself 
to one patient? Certainly not in a city. I had heard 
of you as an excellent man, and yet I was afraid of ]>e- 
ing misled by jmur reputatio!i. 1 tliought con- 

fiding my little fellow to this Monsimir Benasais, of 
whom I w’as told such great things, that I would study 
Mm, and now — ” 

“ Enough,” said the doctor, is the ekiUl yours? ” 

No, my good friend, no. But to explain the mat- 
ter, I shall have to tell you a tale in wbidi I play rather 
a sorry part. You have confided to me your secrets, 
and I can surely do the same to you,’’ 
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Wait a moment, captain,” said the doctor, calling 
Jacqiiotte, who came, at once, ■ and whom he told to 
hring his tea, “ The truth is, captain, when everybod3" 
is asleep, I ca.ii’t sleep. My sorrows oppress me, and 
I. try to forget them in tea. It produces a sort of, ner- 
vous' inebriation, a sleep without which I could not live. 
Bo you still refuse it? ” 

“I should prefer a little of your Hermitage,” said 
Genestas. 

So be it. Jacquotte,” he said to the servant, 

bring the wine and some biscuits, — to each his own 
night-cap,” added the doctor, addressing his guest. 

That tea must do 3^011 a great deal of harm,” said 
Genestas. 

‘‘ It gives me horrible attacks of gout. But I canT 
give up the habit ; it is too soothing. It gives me a 
few moments eveiy night when life is less of a burden. 
Come, I am ready to listen to your story; it may help 
to quiet the feelings wiiieh m3’ own recollections have 
just evoked.” 

“Weil,” said Genestas, putting his empt3^ glass on 
the mantel-shelf, “ after the retreat from Moscow, 
my regiment stopped to recruit in a little town in 
Poland. We bouglit horses at their w^eight in gold ; 
and stayed in garrison until the Emperor returned. So 
far, so good. I must tell 3^11 that I then had a friend. 
During the retreat mylife wms more than once saved by 
a cavalr3’ sergeant, named Eenard, who did things for 
me that must needs make men friends, — outside the de- 
mands of discipline, of course. We lodged in the same 
house, — one of those wooden rat-traps which contain 
a whole famih", though Frenchmen would n't think of 
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stal)lfng a horse in them. This |i[irtieiilar liorel be- 
longed to Jews, who earried on their ’fV»rly-aiicl-oiio 
ways of making money in it; and tlie old Jew faihei; 
whose fingers wan'e never too frozen to grab gold, had 
made a very good thing for himself out of our retreat. 
Those creatures live in dirt, and die in filthy lucre ! 
The house was built over a celhir. — all in wood, 
undcrstarKl, — in whicli cellar the old fellow hod hidden 
away his children, evspecially a daughter, handsome as 
Jewesses usually are when they keep themselves dean 
and are not blonde. Site was seventeen years ohl, 
wfiiite as snow, velvety eyes, lashes as dar-k os a rat’s 
tail, glossy clustering hair that one w autetl to handle, — 
in short, a perfect beauty. I discovered this hiding- 
place one night when they thought I hi gone to bed, 
and I W'as walking up and down the street Cjuletiy, 
smoking my pipe. The (.*hihh\m w’ere swai-ming and 
crawling about, like a litter of i>up]:>ies : ’twos funiiy to 
see tliem. Tlie father and mother were at suppci’. By 
dint of gazing fixedly through the eiuud of smoke 
wdiich the old Jew was blowing from his pipe. 1 8.‘U¥ 
the young girl sitting there, like a brand-new napoleon 
among a lot of copper sous. 

‘‘My dear Benassis,’* said the captain, aften* a mo- 
mentary pause, “ I have never liad time to retieet abiuit 
love. Yet when I saw that young glii, I knew that 
I had never really felt it; but Iiere it was. in my head, 
in my heart, and everywhere else. I had fallen in love 
from the crown of my head to the soles of my feet, oh, 
violently I I stood still, smoking my pipe and looking 
at the Jewess, till she put out her candle and went to 
bed. IiB'possible for me to go to sleep! I stood 
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about all night, filling m3" pipe, smoking ft, and walk- 
ing lip down, the street. I bad never been like 
that before. It ivas the onlj" ti.me, in iiiv life I thought 
o.f marrying. When it was daylight, I saddled my 
horse and galloped him for two hours across the coim- 
trj to clear rny head. I nearly foundered the beast 
without knowing 'what I wms about.’’ 

Genestas stopped, looked uneasily at his new friend, 
and then said : — 

Excuse me, Benassis; I am no orator, I talk as it 
comes. If I were in a salon^ I should be embarrassed, 
but with you, here, in the country — ” 

Go on,” said the doctor. 

When I got back to my room, I found Reward all 
of a fluster. Thinking I was killed in a duel, he w"as 
cleaning his pistols, and meaning to pick a quarrel with 
whoever had sent me to the shades. Ha! that’s just 
like an old stager ! I confided my" love to him, and 
showed him the kennel of children. As Renard knew 
tbe lingo of these outlandish folk, I asked him to help 
me in making my" proposals to the father and iiiotlier, 
and in setting up an intercourse with Judith — her 
name was Judith. So, monsieur, for two weeks I was 
tlie happiest of men, and every night the old Jew 
invited us to sup with Judith. You know all about 
such things, so I sha’n’t put y"Ou out of patience, — and 
yet, if you don’t know the joys of tobacco, you can’t 
realize the happiness of an honest man quietly smok- 
ing his pipe, with his friend Renard and the father of 
the daughter, and gazing at his princess. Yes, it was 
very agreeable. But I must tell you that Renard was 
a young man of good connections, a Parisian. Hia 
'' . 18 ' 
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father was a wholesale grocer, wholiut! broiight idm up 
to be a liotiuy ; ^biifc the. draft euugiit hiisi, and he luul 
to bid adieu to. the inkstand. 'With a figure made lo 
wear a uniform, and the face of a girl, lie knew ilie. 
art of cajoling ever^’ body he cuirie acro>h. It was lu* 
whom 'Judith loved;. she eared for me .as much a..s. a 
horse cares for roast chicken. 

" WelVwdiile I wms- smoking in eeslnsv. and travel- 
ling to the moon as I looked at Judith. Kenard, who 
you see had if t stolen his name, w’us sapping his mine. 
The traitor came to terms with the girl, and they were 
married after the fashion of those })art&. withoul waiting 
for permissions from France, which would have taken 
a long while to come. Renard did promi.-e to inai'ry her 
according to French law, if the marriage was ever at- 
tacked ; as it was, however, once in France, !I\Iadame 
Renard was nothing more than IMadem(M>elie Judith. 
If 1 had known all that, 1 sliould have killed Renard, 
sharp, without giving him time to snee/a* ; hut tlie fact 
was, father, mother, daughter and ihx played into oa<*h 
otheFs hands like thieves at a fair. "While 1 smoked 
my pipe and w^orshipped Judilli for a saint, in a niedan 
Renard was making his appointments and carrying 
on his little game. You are the only ptu'sou to whom 
I have ever told this story, which I call Infamous ; I 
have always wondered how a man wh<) %vould die of 
shame if he stole a bit of gold, can rob his friend of 
wife and happiness without a scruple. However that 
may be, there were my traitors married and happy, 
while I, like an imbecile, sat gazing at Judith, and 
playing tenor in the farce of throwing dust in m 3 " c^yes. 
But, you must know, they paid singularly dear for their 
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ieceptioii. On the word of an honest man, God gives 
more attention to the things of this woricl than we think 
lor, as jwi shall see. 

‘^ Down came the Russians. The campaign of 1815 
began. We were surrounded. One line morning the 
order was issued to be on the battle-field of Liitzeii by 
a certain hour. The Emperor knew 'what he VYas about 
when he ordered us to be olf at once. The Russians 
had turned our flank. Oiir colonel got into a sci-ape 
b}' going to saj good-bj^ to a Polish ladj^ who lived 
a mile from the town, and the advanee-gnard of the 
Cossacks poimeed upon him and Ms escort We hiid 
only time to mount and form, in front of the town, 
before we had to rush into a cavalry skirmish and diive 
the Russians back, so as to slip quietly off during the 
iiigiit. We eliarged and fouglit for three hours, and did 
some fine feats of arms. While we were engaged, the 
guns and the ainmimition waggons and all our supplies 
and material got away in the advance ; for we had, you 
must know, a park of artillery and a large quantity of 
powder which the Emperor Tvas desperately in need ot 
and of course they had to be got to him at any cost. 
Our resistance imposed on the Russians ; they thought 
we must surely be supported by an army corps. How- 
ever, before long, the scouts let them know their mis- 
take, and they found out they had onl}' a regiment of 
cavalry and a few infantry stragglers in front of them. 
8o, monsieur, towards evening they made such a hot 
attack, meaning to demolish us, that a good many of 
us were left on the field. 

“We were surrounded. Renard and I were in the 
front rank. I saw Renard ■ charging; and fighting like 
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a demon — he 'was thinking of his wife. Thanks to 
him we regained the town, whldi the siek had put into 
a state of defence ; ah! but ’twas pitifuL He ami I 
got there last; we found the way barred by a lot of 
Cossacks, throogli whom %ve s|>urrefL (hie of the sav- 
ages w’as about to spear me with a !atK*c‘ ; Reiiard saw 
him and daslied his lioi*se beUveeu ns to Wiinl off the 
blow"; the poor beast, a tine aniinalj faith ! rc^eelved it« 
and as he fell, dragged Renan! awl the Cossaek with 
him. I killed the Cossack, and took Ibauirfi in iin" 
arms and put him before me on my liorse. like a sack 
of wheat. ‘ Adieu, captain, it is all over with 
said Renard. ‘ We’ll see about that,’ said L Ito that 
time, I had got into the town ; I tlismomiled, and 
propped him in the angle of a house, on a little straw. 
His head was crushed and the brains w<‘re in his hair; 
but he could speak — ah! he was a gallant fellow. 
‘We are quits,’ he said; ‘ I have given you my life, 
but I took Judith from yon. Take t;are of iier child, if 
she has one, and many her.’ 

Monsieur, at first I left him like a dog; but when 
my rage was over I w"ent hack ; he was dt‘ad. Tim 
Cossacks had set fire to the town. I recolle(*ted Juditli, 
and w'ent to fetch her; mounted lier behind me, and 
thanks to the speed of rny horsts I regaiiUHl the 3*egi- 
nient, which, meantime, had made good its retreat. As 
for the Jew and his family, they had disa|>peared like 
rats in a barn ; J udith alone w'as left, w^aiting for Re- 
nard. I told her nothing at first, as you 11 readily be- 
lieve. Monsieur, I had to take charge of that woman 
all through the disasters of the campaign of 1818 : find 
her lodging, make her comfortable, — in short, care for 
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fier; .and I, reallj think she hardly perceived the state 
the anil}" was in. I took care to keep her always thirty 
miles alieai! of us, on the imd to France. She 'gave 
birth to a son while we were fighting, at Haiiaii. I, was 
wounded in that affair, and rejoined Judith in Stras- 
bourg ; ■ then I came back to Paris, where, I had the 
great misfortune to be invalided from my wound diiriog 
the campaign of France. If it had n’t been for that 
iinluckj'' ciiance, I should have entered the grenadiers 
of the Guard, to which the Emperor had promoted 
me. 

So, monsieur, the end of it was, I had been obliged 
to support a w^oman and a child that did not belong to 
me, and I bad three ribs broken. You can easily be- 
lieve that 1113" pay was not the revenue of France. 
Father Ren ard, an old shark witlioiit aiij^ teeth, would 
have nothing to say to his daughter-in-law ; and the 
Jew father had vanished. Judith was dying. One 
morning siie wept as she bathed niy wmiind. ‘ Judith,’ 
said I, ‘ 3'our child has no one to look to.^ ‘ Neither 
have' IJ she answered. ‘Bah!’ I said, ‘we will get 
the necessar}^ papers, and I will many you myself, and 
acknowledge as mine the child of — ’ I could n’t finish. 
Ah I my dear monsieur, what is there that one would n’t 
do for such a look of thanks from dying eyes as Judith 
gave me? I knew then that I still loved her, and from 
tiiat day her little one came into my heart. While the 
papers were being got ready, and the father and mother 
Jews were on their way’, the poor woman grew worse. 
The evening before her death, she had the strength to 
dress and deck herself, and go through all the usual 
ceremonies, and sign their heaps of papers. Then, when 


lier soil Imtl a name' and a faflier, slit? lay clown again; 
1 kissed her hands :and her foreheinU and. slit* tiled. 

'^Tiuit was ffiy. .wedding. The day alter, Iiaviiig 
bought the few feet -of eartii where the fjoor girl lies, I 
realized that I was the futhca* of an or|jhiui. During 
tlie campaign of IBlo I put him oiit .tci nurse. Since 
then, without anybody’s knowing my true* iiistory, whieli 
is not a pleasant one to tell, I have taken ea,'re of tlie 
little monkey as if he were mine ; liis Jiiw grandfather 
has gone to the devil, ruined, and Is wandering with his 
family somewhere between Russia and P(n’>ia. There's 
a chance that he may make a fortune ihiU'e, for it seems 
he understands the business of [weclous stones. I put 
the boy at a preparatory scliool ; but lately 1 hiixe al- 
lowed him to be j.)ressed so hard in iiia.tiiema,lies to get 
him into the Ecole Polyteehniqiie and see him graduate 
with credit, that the poor little hdluw has fallen ill, lie 
has a weak chest The Paris doctors think might 
have a chance if he could run wild in tiie mountains anil 
if, above all, be were taken proper care of and w atched 
at all liourB by a man of judgment I tla>ygbt of you, 
and I came here to reconnoitre your ideas and y<Jiir 
ways of life. After what you have told me, I cannot 
put the distress of caring for a sick einhl upon you -- 
even though we are now such good friends.” 

Captain,” said Benassis, after a moment’s silence, 
“bring me Judith’s child. God doubtless means me 
to bear this last trial, and I will do so. I offer my 
sufferings to Him, whose son died on the cross. But 
my feelings during your recital were sweet and tender, 
and is not that a favorable augury ? ” 

, j ^ Genestas pressed both bands of Benassis within bis 
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own, not rostraining tbe -.tears .wliicli rose in Ms eyes 
and rolled slowl}" down his tanned cheeks. 

Let ns keep the secret of it/' he said. 

“ Yes. captain ; : -but yon are. not clrinkiog your wine.”, 

. not , thirsty,” said Genestas; ^‘• in fect,.! am 

lialLbewilderecL” 

“ When wit! yon bring him- to me? ” 

To-morrow, -if yon like, He,ha.s, been in Grenoble 
for the last tw^o days.” 

“ Well, then, start early in 'the' moriiing and come 
1)aek at once. I’ll .e.xpect 3^011 at the boose of 1113^ 
-Fosseiise, where we will all breakfast together.” 

Agreed,”' said Genestas. 

The two friends rose to go to bed, bidding each other 
good- night. When the^^ reached the landing which 
sepai'ated their two rooms, Genestas put his light on 
the window-sill and ttirned to Benassis : — 

“ By the Gk)d who made me ! ” he cried with naMe 
enthusiasm, I won’t part from you this night without 
saying that 3^011, third among Christians, have made 
me feel that there is something tfp there^^'' and he 
pointed to Me skies. 

Tbe doctor ansivered with a smile that was fiilbof 
sadness, and wu'ung the hand Genestas held out to him 
veiy affectionatel}". 

Before dawm of the next daj", Genestas started for 
the cit}", and about noon he was again upon the high- 
road between the village and Grenoble, near the path 
w'hich led up to the cottage of the Fosseiise. He was 
driving one of those light open cars with four W' heels, 
drawn by one horse, which are frequently met on all 
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tlie roads of that moinitaiiioos n^^ion* The captain 
was aecompanied b}* a thin, fmil lad, who seciiied to he 
about twelve years.- ■ ok!,. though lie was In fact nearly 
sixteeiK Before leaving' the -carriage, Chaic'stas kioked 
about him in all direet-ious,.. to find soiuc peasant w’ork- 
lug in the fields who would hike ilie \'chick* to Beinis- 
sis’s stable, for the narrowness of tlii‘ wuiy did not allo-w 
him to drive 'iip to the house. The gai.iH-kec‘pei% hap- 
pening to come out tipoii the road at this iiiomeiit, 
relieved G-enestas . of his diffieiilty. luid the latter, with 
Ms adopted son,- started on -foot among the* mountain- 
paths to keep his a|)pointment, 

‘‘You hi 'be delighted, to run, wild for a wi'iole year 
over this beautiful eountry, woift you, Adrien? — to 
learn how to hunt, and ride a horse, instead of getting 
pale over your books : hey? — Look, s<a* ' 

Adricm east llie weary glance of a sirk child over the 
valle}’, — evidently Indifferent, as most young peopk* are, 
to the beauties of nature, — and them without pausing 
in his walk, he said, “ You are vmy kind, father.’' 

' Genestas was hurt by the languid imhtlerimee of the 
lad, and did not speak again till they the house 

of the Fosseuse. 

“You are punctual, captain,'” ericil Iknifissis, rising 
from a wmoden bench on which he hml Ikhui sitting. 

But he immediately sat down again atid lookcal 
thoughtfully at Adrien, slowly examining the pallid, 
weary face of the bo^^; not without admiring the fine* 
oval lines which predominated on wdiiit was really a 
noble countenance. The cMld was the living image of 
Ms mother, — inheriting her olive skin, and her fine black 
eyes Mi of sphitual melancholy. All the diaracteristlcs 
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of the beauty |>eeuUar to 'the Jewesses' of Poland distln- 
guisbed tliat handsome iieacl, wiiich ■ seemed too iieavj 
for t!]e fragile body that bore it. 

Do yon sleep \Yell,- my little man? asked Benassls. 

Yes, monsionr,” 

“ Sliow me 3’onr knees ; turn up 3mnr trousersd^ 
Adrien bliislied, unfastened his garters and showed 
a knee to the doctor, who felt it carefully. 

Good. Nowr speak, shoot- — -shout loudly/* ^ 
Adrien shouted. 

That wall do. Now give me your hands/* 

The lad. held out his- soft- 'white hands, bhK>veiiied 
like, those of a ivoman. ■ ^ - 

“ What school were you at in Paris?** 

At the, Saint-Louis/’ 

The master in your dormitory read his breviary 
during the night, didn’t he?’* 

“ Yes, monsieur.** . 

And 3^11 C'oiikl not go to sleep again? ** 

Adrien not replying, Genestas said, — 

“ The head- master was a veiy wortly priest, and he 
advised rne to take in3t little man away on account of 
his health.” 

“ WYll/* answered Benassis, with a clear, penetrat- 
ing look into the lad’s 03^8, “ here ’s a good chance. 
Yes, we’ll make a man of him. You and I will live 
together like comrades, my bo3^ Y'e’ll go early to 
bed, and rise early. I’ll teach 3mnr son to ride a 
horse, captain. After a month or so devoted to mak- 
ing him a new stomach on a milk diet, I’ll get him a 
lumting outfit and a license to shoot, and turn him over 
to Butifer; thej^ can go after the chamois together. 
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Give the boy ive or six moiitlis of sn(‘li a life and yon 
woift know .him' again,' eaptain. Biitifer will l)e Imppj ; 
I know .the fellow’s ways,— he’ll have yon over In 
Switzerland, and' 'aeross the Alps, luy little frieiid ; 
he’ll make yon scramble- up to the tops of those peaks 
over there,, and you ’ll grow six inclu‘s in six inontli.s» 
Biitifer .is an honest fellow,” he adih,‘d, tnriiiiig to 
Genestas. ‘‘We can safely give him a sum of money 
to defray the expenses of soeh a journey and the hunt- 
ing, The responsibility , wi.ll ■ keep him steady for six 
months ; for him, that will be just so miieh gaincnl” 

Genestas’s .face brightened more and. , more as ■ the 
doctor spoke. 

“Come, let iis go to breakfast. The Fossense is 
impatient to see you,” said Benassis, giving a little tap 
to Adrien’s cheek. 

“ Then you don’t think him consumptive?” asked the 
captain, taking the doctor s arm tuid leading him as!<le, 

“Not more than you or 1.” 

“Then, what is the matter with liim? ” 

“Bah!” said Benassis, “lie is at a batl moment, 
that’s all.” 

The Fossciise here showed herself on the threshold 
of her door, and Genestas noticed, not witiiout sur- 
prise, her simple and coqnettiBh attire. She was no 
longer the peasant-girl of the riiglil beforen but an 
elegant ^^oung woman, who gave him a few* glances 
beneath which he felt he was feeble. He turned his 
eyes to the table, which was without a cloth, but so well 
waxed that it shone as if varnished. On it 'ivere eggs, 
butter, a p^te, and mountain strawberries w'hose fra- 
grance filled the air. The poor ghi had put flowers all 
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.aborit the: roorn, shomng plainly that for her at least 
the day was a fete, 'At sight -of it all, Geiiestas could 
not help coveting the simple house with its pretty lawn ; 
and I Hi looked at,, their peasant , mistress witli, an air 
that ex|)resseil both /hope and fear. Then he tiiriieci 
his eyt‘s on Adrien, to whom the. Fosseiise was serving 
eggs and i>iiying ceremonious attention. 

“ Captain d’ said. Beiiassis, know’ the condition 

on w’hicii yon receive hospitality here. Yon must tell 
nn’ Fosseiise some inilitary tale.” 

We must first let monsieur breakfast comfortably,’^ 
said the Fosseiise, “ and after lie has taken his coffee — ” 

Yes. truly I w’iil;” replied the captain, ‘‘ though 
I shall [>ut a condition to inj’ tale. Yon must tell us 
some adventure of your former life.” 

But. monsieur,” she said blushing, nothing ever 
happened to rne that is worth telling. Will you have 
some more of this rice pate, my little friend,” she said 
to Adrien, seeing that his plate W’as empty. 

Yes, mademoiselle.” 

The pate is delicious,” remarked Genestas. 

“ Wliat will you say to her coffee a ki creme /” cried 
Benassis.' 

1 would rather listen to our pretty hostess.” 

“ You are lieginning badhx Genestas,” said tlie 
doctor. “ Listen, m3’ child,” he added, turning to the 
Fosseiise, whose hand he pressed. This officer, 
whom 3’ou see beside yon, hides a good heart under a 
stern exterior ; 3’0ii can speak at 3’our ease before him. 
But speak, or hold ,voiir tongue, just as you like ; we 
will not urge you. My poor child, if yon are ever to lie 
understood in tins w'orkl it will be by the three persons 
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Vlt m your past loves: 
the adiuil seen^ts of your 


‘' Here is the coffee, leiie/usi*' iuf' 

she answered- When you tire nil served I nil! tell \oii 
ray early loves ; Imt Monsieur deiiestas is liui to for» 
get his promise,” she added, giving tiie enptaiii a glaiiet- 
that was both modest and provocative, 

am incapable of doing so, inademcfiselie,” said 

G e iiestas , resj >ect fu 1 ly . 

Wdien 1 n’us sixteen ” said the Fussetise. although 
1 was weakly, I was forced to beg.in\ liretul on tlie 
highwavs of vSavoic. I sle[)t at F(‘lnule>, in a gieat 
manger full of straw. The innkeeper who let me sleep 
there was a good inaiu but his wife c*ould m)t endure 
me, and was always st'ulding nun llmt math‘ me 
unhappy, for 1 was not a bad lu^ggar. I prayed 

to God night and morning; I ne\er stole; I went my 
way us Heaven willed, and !K*gged my food, for I did 
not know how to work ; I was very pooi'ly, •— incapable 
of labor, .or of looking after my luaillh. Well, ! was 
driven away from the inn, on account ot a dog. W ith- 
oiit friends or relations ever since 1 was lH)]’n, 1 Inul 
never seen on any face a look that ilid me good. 
The old woman Morin, who look me. when a bale, 
was dead: she had been kiml to nn% but I easiuot 
remember that she ever caressed im‘. llie poor crea- 
ture tilled the earth like a man, and if she cvm* did take 
me on her knee, she also rapped iny fingers with a 


Tlte Country Doctor. 


285 


happier life tliaii she had here below ; special!}" a better 
bed : she was always eompiaiiilng of the hard mattress 
on .which we slept together. 

‘^You eaii^t imagine, my dear gentlemen,’-’ resiiiiied 
the Fosseuse after a momentary pause, “ how it hurts 
one’s soul to get nothing but harsh wmrds and rebuffs, 
:a!'Kl looks w"hich cut 3 "oii to the lieart like knives. I 
have lived among old paupers who did not mind it a 
bit ; but I w'as not born for sucdi .a life. A mere ^ no ’ 
always made me weep. Many an evening I came back 
sadder than ever to my manger; and I never was coni- 
forted til! I had said my prayers. In. all God’s earth 
there was no creature on w^hose heart I could rest mine. 
The blue sky was my only friend. I always felt happj’ 
when the sky wtxs all blue. When the wind swept away 
the clouds, I lay among the rocks and looked up at it. 
Then I dreamed 1 w’as a great lady. By dint of gazing 
into heaven, I thought I was bathed in its blue ; I lived 
up there in my soul, nothing tied me down ; I mounted 
up, and up, — and I was glad. 

Blit to come back to my loves,” she said, changing 
her tone. ‘‘ I must tell you that the innkeeper’s dog 
had a little pupp}S dainty as a lady, all white, with black 
spots on its paws, — -oh, I see the cherub now I The 
poor, little thing was the onlj^ creature that ever gave 
me a kind look in those days. I gave him the best of 
what I had to eat ; he understood me ; he always came 
to meet me at night wdien I got back; he was not 
ashamed of my poverty, and would jump upon me and 
lick my feet. Ah ! there was something so kind in his 
eyes, so grateful, that often I cried to see it. As I 
was saying, that was the only" creature that loved me. 
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Ill winter lie slept -at my feet. I siifren‘(l so mlieii lie 

was wblppeil that I taught him not to go the houses 
and steal bones'; ii.iid alter a while he was sutisiiiM.l to cait 
iny bread. If I were sad, he would stand iii front of me 
and look io my eyes^' as inu(*h as to s:i\’ ; " You are smL 
my poor FoBseii.se. V If travellers tiling me sous, he 
picked them .out .of the dust, and brought them tome. 
YYheii I had him for a friend, 1 was less iinluipp 3 u I 
put aside a few sous every day, trying to get fifty francs 
and buy him of Pere Mansemi, the iinikeeper. One 
day tiie wife saw the dog was foiul «»f me, and took it 
Into her head to dote on him. Now t'oii know he 
liated her. Animals spy out souls; they guess who 
loves them in a ihinute. I had a piece of gold sewn 
into the top of my petti eoat ; so I said to Pere I\Ian- 
seau : ISIy dear monsieur, I meant to lunu* otlered you 
: a year’s savings for. your dog, but 1 see I hat. your wife 
wants him for herself, though she does uot really eare 
for him. Sell him to me now for twenty fraiies; and 
here they are.’ ^ No, my liltie ojied he said, ' put up 
your twenty francs. God preserve me iVoiu taking the 
money of the poor. Keep the dog. If my wife makes 
a fuss, do y.oii .' go;'awayd Ills wife made a terrlhle 
scene about it; ah, mercy me ! you would liavi^ thought 
tiie house was on hre; you don’t know miuit she said. 
Beeing that the dog was given to me out of frkmdshlp, 
and that she could not get him, she had him poisoned. 
My poor dear clog died in my amis ; 1 w^ept over him as 
if he were my child, and buried liim under a fir-tree, 
‘^Oh! 3 ’ou don’t know what I laid In that grave. I 
said to myself, as I sat beside it, that I shoiiid be alone 
upon earth, that nothing would prosper with me, that I 
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beeoniG wbatl was before I bad him, — acreatiire 
witboiit a lioiTUiii being- belonging to ,ine ; I slioiiM see, 
no look of frlendHoess, in any face. ■ I sat there .all timt 
iiigiit. beneath the stars-, praying God to haTe pit}' upon 
me. AVIhui I went back to the' high-road, I foniid a 
poor little boy, .only ten years old, who had no bands. 
Mlie good God has heard me,' I thought ; ■ for L bad 
never prayed to hi,m as I did that night. ‘ I will take 
care of the poor child,’ I said to myself. ^ will,' beg 
together, and I will be his mother. Two together, we 
shall do well; perhaps I shall have more courage for 
him than I had for myself.’ At first the little one 
seemed liappy ; ’t would have been hard not to be. I 
did everything he wished, I gave him all I had tliat 
was best; in .feet, I w^as his slave,- and he tjn’annized 
over me ; but that seemed better than to - be - alone. 
Ah! as soon as the little wretch knew I had a gold 
piece sewn in my "petticoat, ^ he undid the -stitches.y and 
stole it from me, — stole the price of my poor dog, tliat 
I was keeping to say masses for its soul : a child with- 
out hands ! it made me sluidder. 

‘^Ah!” she went on, ‘^ that theft disheartened me 
more for life than T know how to tell. AAfes all I loved 
to perisli in iny hands? One day I saw" a pretty open 
carriage coming up the side of the mountain near 
fichelles. In it wms a young lady as beautiful as the 
Virgin Mary, and a young mao who looked very like 
her. ^ Oh I see that pretty girl,’ the young man said 
to her as he threw me a bit of money. None but you. 
Monsieur Benassis, can know the pleasure that compli- 
ment gave me, — but the gentleman ought not to have 
flung me the money. Then, impelled by I don’t know 
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wliat sort of whirosey m mr bead. I set off niiiniiig 
along Borm paths which make a short ciii, ami got to 
the roeks of the Edielles before the C‘a!Ti{{gt\ wLicIi 
crawled up. 1 saw the young man again. I h* was quite 
surprised' to • see me; and I felt sc) glad my heart bcait 
up into my throat; vsoraething- I doiit know what, 
drew me to: ■him, ' After ; he reeogihzial me I slarUH.! 
again, feeling' very -sure that lie and Um? young lady 
would gO' to see the 'cascades of C‘oiiz, Wlien they 
got out of the carriage, they saw me agtiin midtu’ die 
■walnut-trees which line the road; am! tiiat time then" 
questioned me, aiid seemed to take an iiitiu’est iii me. 
Never in my life did 1 hear such sw\*et voices, 1 
thought about them for months, always Iieqang they 
w^ould come back. 1 would have givmi two years of 
my life to see him again, he was so gemh*. — Tiiere ! 
up to the day 1 first saw IMonsieur lUmussis, thos<* were 
the great events of my life ; for whmi my mistress sent 
me away because I wa>re her miserable hall-dress, 1 
only pitied her. I forgave her ; and to tell the hon- 
est truth, if you’ll permit me to say it, 1, thought 
myself a great deal better than she, though she Is a 
countess.” 

^‘Well,” said Genestas, after a momenfs sileiH*c‘, 
‘‘you see that God is your fnend, for here you arc 
in clover.” 

At these words the''Fosseuse looked at Benassis with 

eyes full of gratitude, 

“ I wish I were rich ! ” exclaimed the officer. 

The exclamation was followed by total silence. 

“ You owe me a story now,” said the Fosseuse in a 
coaxing voice. 
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Aik! I will tell you one,” answered , Geoestas,.. 
"^The evening before the battle' of Friedlaiicl,”. he eon- 
tinned, after a pause, I had been sent with a cle- 
spateh !»o tiie headquarters of General Davoiist, and I 
was retui'iiing to my bivouac, ’when, at the angle .of - a 
road, T eaine face to hice with the Emperor. Kapoleon 
looked at me. ‘You are Captain Geiiestas?^ he said. 

‘ Yes, si^e.^ ‘ Boift keep along that' road,' he sa'icl,;, 
‘ take the other to 'the left ; it will bring .you sooner to 
your division.' You can’t imagine what a tone of kind- 
ness the Emperor put into those tew words — he who 
had so much upon his mind. At that very moment 
he was ixxfoiinoitnng his battlefield for the next day. 
I tell you that little matter to show what a memory 
he liad. and also to let 3 'ou see I was one of those 
whose lace he knew. In 1815 I took the oath. If it 
had n’t been for tiiat, I should have been a colonel to- 
day ; hut 1 never liad the least intention of betraying 
the Bourbons. At the time, I thought only of dele nd- 
iiig France. I commanded a squadron of horse attached 
to the grenadiers of the Guard, and, in spite of the 
pain 1 still felt from my wound, I swung ni}’ sabre at 
Waterloo. 

‘"Well,” continued the captain, “when all was over, 
1 accompanied Napoleon to Paris. Then, in spite of 
his orders, I followed him to Rochefort; Ifc comforted 
me to keep watch and see that no harm happened to 
him by the way. So, w^hen he came to the shores of 
the sea and paced up and down, he saw me standing 
sentinel ten paces from him. MYell, Genestas,’ he 
said, ^ so we are not dead yet ? ' The words broke iiiy 
heart. If you had heard them, you 'd have sluiddered, 
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as I ditl, from head' to foot. He poiiiteii to a eiirseil 
English ship bioekading' the port, a, ml suitL " Wlieii 
1 look at that, I '-Togret 1 did not drown li'iyseir in tiiv 
blood of uiy Guard.’ 

"^Yes,” resumed Genestas, looking ai I la* doetor and 
the Fosseuse, those' were his very weirds. * llio 
marshals who', dissuaded .3'on from ehargiug yciiirsiFY 
I. said to him, : and .■ kept ,y oil in your oarriage, were 
not your true Mends.’ ‘Come with me!" he eriet'b 
quickly. Sire.t I .said, ‘ gladly would I go with you, 
but I. have a little one hanging to me jiisi now wiio has 
lost his mother, and I- am- not freed So it was Adrien 
heiy^ who kept me from going to Saint Iltiena. sS«‘ed 
said Napoleon, ‘ 1 have never given you anything: you 
are not one of those wdio always had one hand lull and 
the other open ; here is the sm til'd >ox I have usi‘d (luring 
this last eainpaign. I give il lu ytut. Stay iu Frauee: 
before all else she needs brave tnen. ihuriain in tin* 
army, and think of me. Y'oii are tiie last of my Egypt » 
ians whom I shall see on the soil of Fram'ef He ga\e 
me the little simtr-box, ‘ Engrave two w<n’ds upon It. 
Honor, Country,’ he said ; ‘ tliey art* history of‘ our 
last two campaigns.’ Then his snit<‘ n*ioined him, 
and I spent the rest of the morning with llteHi,. The 
Emperor came and went along tiie short*. He was 
quite calm, but at times his brows emilraeted, B\' 
midday the embarkation was itiought impossible. Tin* 
English knew he was in Rochefort; either he must 
deliver himself up to them, or reeross France. Wt* 
were all anxious. The minutes weighed like hours. 
Napoleon was between the Bourbons, who would hav<* 
shot Mm, and the English, who are not honorable 
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moo; for they ean, .never wash out tlie shame of east- 
upon a liarreii. rook the enemy who w^ent tollierii 
for hospitality, 

“At this anxious , moment some otie— ,I don’t know 
wiio — prc'senied to him a lieutenant, Doret, a sailor 
wi.iO eauie to propose a means of getting him, to Amer- 
ica. At that time there was a government brig in port, 
also a rnerehaiit vessel. *■ Captain,’ said the Eniperoi^, 
" how, will you manage it?’ SSire,’ answered the man, 
' you will (‘iiibark on the merchantman ; I with a few de- 
voted men will take the brig and run up the Bourbon flag, 
under shelter of which wm can get alongside the Eng- 
lishman, and set tire to him : we shall blow up togetlier, 
and you will pass free.’ ‘ We will go with yon T I cried 
to the man. Xapoleon looked at iis and said, * Captain 
Doret, live, f«u‘ the good of France.’ It w^as the only 
time I ever saw Napoleon show emotion. Then he waved 
his hand, and went away. I left Rochefort wdien I saw 
iiim go on board that English ship. He wars lost, and 
he knew it. There wars a traitor in the town who had 
signalled his presence to his enemies. Knowing this, 
Napoleon played his last card ; he did what he had 
done before on the field of battle ; he w^ent to his ene- 
mies, instead of w’aiting until the3’ came to liim. You 
speak of griefs ; no words can tell the despair of those 
who loved him for himself.” 

“ Where is his snuff-box?” asked the Fosseuse. 

“At Grenoble, in a box,” answered the captain. 

“I will go and see it, if 3’ou wnli let me,” she said. 
“To think that you have something his fingers have 
touched ! His hand was beautiful?” 

“ Very beautiful.” 
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Is it true that he is dead?’' 

Yes, trul 3 ’, he is dead, my poor ehild.’' 
was so little in 1815. that i could ouk just soe liis 
hat in.' the streets of 'G-reooblo ; and then I eaiiie near 
being crushed.” 

What good'CofFee this is,” said Ch‘uestas. “ W'eih 
Adrien, don’t you like the eountrv? Yi>u will often 
come and see mademoiscdle, will you not ? ” 

The child did not answer; he seeioed arraid of look- 
ing at the Fosseuse. The doctor did not take his eyes 
from the lad, and seemed to read into his soul. 

Of course he will come and see tier." >aHl Ikuiassis. 

Now let us go home. I must got a fresh horse for a 
long ride I have to take ; and while I am gonef you 
can settle things with Jacquotte.” 

. '“Will 3 ’ou come with us?” said Genestas to the 
Fossense. 

/‘Willingly,” she replied. “I have several things 
to return to Madame Jaeqiiotte.” 

They started on tlieir way to the doctor's house ; but 
the Fossouse, joyous in the presence of tiie com- 
pany, led them along hidden patlis through the w'ildest 
part of the mountain. 

“Monsieur,” she said to Genestas, after a sliort 
silence, “ 3*00 have told me notidng of 3 -ourself, and I 
wanted to hear some of your warlike atlventiires. 1 
like wdiat 3X)u said of Napoleon, but it gives me pain. 
If you would be so very kind as — ” 

She is right enough,” said Benassis, gently. “ Tel! 
ns some of your famous adventures as w’e walk along. 
Come, now, something interesting, — like your beam in 
the barn at Beresina*” 
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I have m few reeolleetioBs/' said Geiiestas, “ There 
are some pc^ople to whoiii everything happens, but Fve 
iii*ver lieen the liero of any adventure. Weil, here ’S: the 
only droll thing I ' ever' -met with : In 180o, wlieii: a 
T was witii the grand army at Aiister- 
litz. lh‘fore the taking of IJlm, we fought several eii- 
gugenientH wliere the cavalry had a fine chance, for it 
was under the coinmand of Murat, who never refused 
triiuips. After one of the first brashes of the caiii- 
paigin we got possession of a bit of' territory where 
tlnu*e wer(‘ a nninbor of hiie coontiT-honses. One even- 
ing m 3 " regiment camped in the- park of a chateau be- 
longing to a young and prett3’ woman, a countess. I 
wmnt. naturally, to lodge in the house, and got there as 
Kcwui :i.s I could, to prevent pi'llage. As I entered the 
a c-a\ alrv sergeant had just levelled his carbine at 
the countess, dmnanding what she certainly would never 
have given him, I struck the weapon up with my 
sabre ; it went off and shattered a inirror. Then I 
dtarli the fellrjw a blow with the Hat of my blade, and 
stretched him on tlie lioor. At the lady’s cries, and 
bearing tlie shot, ail her people rushed in, and threatened 
me. ^ Stop ! ’ saiii the countess in Gorman to those who 
wanted to ran me through ; ‘ that officer saved my life,’ 
On that tlH\v all went out. The lad}" gave me her 
handkerc*!ii(‘f, a beautiful, embroidered handkerchief, 
which I still have, and told me I should always be sure 
of a resting-place in her house ; and if I ever had 
a trouble, no matter what, to come to her, I would 
find her a sister, a devoted friend, — in short, all sorts 
of honeyed words. She was as beautiful as a wed- . 
ding- morn, and as pla3Tul as a kitten. * We dined 
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togetlier, and by the next clay I way ovit licail ami 
in love. Aks;,!;.I had. to 1:^ in line at ihmtyJivrt 
think that was the place. So I roiU^ 
the hamlken'chief. The light e;une of!' 
to myself : t Oh, for a ball ! Among thmn 
one for me?’ Of eonrse I did if t w 
for then I conkl n’t .have gone hack to I he c'hfileaii 
I longed for a good wound in the 
cess would have bathed and 
like a madman at .the enemy. No siidi 
ont safe and soimd 


away iii'riieii witli 
. I kept saying 
is if'tj 

ant it ill 1:lie tliiglg 

li'iit 

timu wliieli, "iny prii].« 
carcfs.secL ,',So I claslied 
I caillt:* 

; and alter that, forward, inareh I 

no more coimtess. There, that’s ail;’ 

By this time they had reaolied Beiiassis's house, and 
the doctor speedily mounted and rode olf. "When he 
returned, the cook, to whom Gem-stas had speciallv 
rceornmended his boy, had already tak.m l.o^^,e^sion of 
Adrien, .and had put him in tiie iamuiis l»cdrooiii of 
Monsieur Gravier. She was imicli astonished wlieii 
her master ordered a simple cot-bed to be put in his 
own room for the lad, — ordering it. too, in so impcra- 
toe a tone tliat J.acquotte could .sav uoihina a-.-aiust 
It After dinner the captain startial on Ids 'return to 
Grenoble, happy in the assurances Benassis again gave 
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The hoy lias grown tail and - siroug,. and he' feels pe^r- 
well f^inee you saw liiiii he- has profited so ranch hj 
ins! riid ions that he is now as good a shot as our 
siiuiggler himself: he is,- moreoYer, brisk and agile, a <iootl 
\valktn\ Sind a gootl horseman. EYeryfhing about him has 
changed. I'he boy of'sixteen, who formerly seemed uo more, 
than twelve, now looks to be twenty. His eye is bold and 
confident. In short, he is a man, and a man whose 'future 
you ought now io take into consideration.” 

1 1! go and see Bernissis to-morroW', and take liis, 
ralviee as to what profession I shall put the fellotiY to/^ 
tvinniglit Gcmestas, as he mmt to a farewell supper given 
to him by the oflicers of the regiment; for he was to 
leave Gnatohle in a few" days. 

AMien the iientenaiit-eolonel came home that iiigiit, 
his serv;mt gave him a letter brought l\v a messenger, 
whi> had waited a long time for an answer. Though 
rather dizzy with the toasts his comrades had been 
drinking hi his honor, Genestas recognized the hand- 
writing ol* ills son, suppose<l that he wars onh’ asking 
for the gratification of some tancv, and left the letter 
lying on his table, from wdiicli he picked it up the next 
morning wiien the fumes of the champagne Iiad been 
slept away. 

My BEAR Pathe'u,— ’’ 

“Ah! yon little scarapid’ he said to himself, ^^jou 
are never at a loss how to cajole me wdien you want 
anything/' 

Then he went on, and i*ead 111686, words ■; — . 

“ The good Monsieur Beiiassis is dead,-—:” 
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The letter dropped from his IuukIs; aiitl a long tiiiic* 

elapsed before he resumed the reading of ii. 

“ This nnsfortuiie has thrown conster!iati<*!i r*ver the whole 
country, and is the more surprising, In'cauM* M<*nsit‘ur Be- 
nassis was perfectly well the night befor**. nnd shuwf'd no 
signs of illness. The day before yesterday, just as if be 
knew. his end were near,, he went to see all his patients, even 
those that were farthest off:' he spolo* to every one whom 
he' met, and „ said,. ‘.Good-by, friendsd lie came home 
as. usual, to dine .with me, , about five cdcloek. fJacqw‘tte 
thought he looked rather red and ]>urpl!>b iu ilie face, but. 
as the weather wms cold, she did not give him n hot hsotbatli, 
as she was in the habit of doing when the lilted seemed 
rush to his head. So the poorwotnan has heeti crying out, 
through her tears, for the last two days, — ‘ If I lia«l only 
given him the bath, he would be alive now.' 

“Monsieur Benassis was very Imngry when In* came in, 
and ate a good dinner, and he scanned gayer thati usual. 

laughed a great deal ; indeed, I never heard him laugh 
so mneh. After dinner, about sewam o'clock', a man from 
Saint-Laurent-dii-Pont came to hdoh liim for a pressing 
case. He .said to me; ‘ I must go, though my digesthm 
is not finished, and I don’t like to get on horseback in ssudi 
a state, — especially not when it i.s so cold ; it is enough to 
kill a man.’ How^ever, he went off. 

“About nine o’clock, Goguelat, the postman, brought a 
letter for IMonsieur Benassis. Jacquotlo, who was iiri*d 
with having washed that clay, went to bed, leaving the let- 
ter with me, and asking me to prepare tin* tea by the fire 
in Monsieur Benassis’s chamber, ^ — wdiere I still sleep on 
my little cot-bed. I put out the fire in the mion, mid went 
upstairs to wait for my good friend. Before putting the 
letter on the chimney-piece I looked, out of curiosity, at 
the postmark and the writing. The letter came fi'om Paris, 
and the address , seemed to be written by a woman. I 
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teli you all tins becatase .of the effect tlie letter bad on 
siibsiHpieiit events. 

Towards ten o’clock I beard tbe horse’s step. Monsieur 
beiiassis Rai<! to XieulIev.‘H is frightfully cold; I don’t feel 
well. ’ ‘ Shall 1 wake Jacqnotte ? ’ ■ asked Xicolle. Ko, nod 
he finswerofl. d'hen :'he came upstairs. ‘ I have your tea all 
riuidyd I said to him. ‘Thank. yon, Adrien,’ he replied, 
— YOU know how! it was his last smile, , He took 
off liis cravat as if it choked' him. ‘ It is very hot here,’ he 
said. Then he threw hi'mself into, his armchair. ‘ A let- 
ter came for you. 'my good friend; here 'it is,’ I said. He 
took it, looked at the writing, and exclaimed: ‘My God! 
perhaps she is free!’ Then he laid his d'lead back, and his 
hands tremVde«l, At last he put a light on the table, and 
opened the letter. The tone of his exclamation had been so 
startling that I kept looking at him as he read, and I saw 
him tiush and weep. Suddenly, he fei! forward, head fore- 
most; I picket] him up and saw that his face was purple. 

" I ain dead/ he said, stammering, and making a frigbtful 
etlbrt tif stniighten himself up. ‘Bleed me! bleed me!’ he 
cried, seizing my hand. ‘ Adrien, burn that letter.’ He 
held it out to me, and I threw it in the fire. 

I called Jacipiotte and Nieolle, but otily Nieolle heard me; 
he came, and helped me lay Monsieur Benassis on my little 
bed. Our good friend no longer ktsew us. After that he 
opened Ids eyes once or twice, but lie saw nothing. As 
Kicolle rode through the village b") fetcli Monsieur Bordier, 
the surgeon, he alarmed the whole neigh boihood, iMou- 
sieur Janvier, Monsieur Dufau, all those whom you know, 
were the first to get here. Monsieur Benassis was then 
almost dead; there was no hope. Monsieur Bordier cauter- 
ized the soles of tiie feet, but could get no signs of life. 
It was an attack of gout combined with a rush of blood to 
the'"head. ■ 

“ As for me, I am very sad and very unhappy. I can truly 
say that, excepting you, there is no one I loved so much. 
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I learned more from talking witli Moiisimir Reiiassis in the 
evenings than from all the things tliey t, -night me in solmol. 

“ The next morning, wiieii liis deal!) was known in Hie vil- 
lage, you can hardly believe what a scene there was. Tiie 
courtyard, the garden, were tilled with iienjil,., sol.l.inn- .„„j 
weeping. No one went to work; each relat,-d whiii .Mon.sieur 
Benassis had said to him the last time liicy met: .some told 
of all the good he had done to them: thnso who were ie.ss 
afliicted spoke for others. The crowd iiiereased from Imur 
to hour, and all the people wanted to .see him. Tlip sad 
tidings spread quickly. The people tif thi.s district and the 
neighboring districts seemed to imve hut one ihnngiit: men. 
women, girks, and boys Hocked to the village from a dreuit 
of thirty miles. B-'hen the funeral took place, the coffin wa.s 
home by the four olde.sfc persons in the village ; thougli not 
without the greate.st dirticuity. for hetwccn Monsieur Keuas- 
sis’.s house and the cliurcli tliere were at least, live thousand 
poisons, most of them kneeling a.s at the proee.s.sioii nf the ' 
Ho.st. The church could not hold all the ].eoplu. V.'heu 
fclie service began there feli, in .sjiite of tim sobs, siieh a deep 
silence over the crowd that the chaiihs ami (he boll coiilil lie 
heard to the end of the .street. But when it eame to remov- 
ing the body to the new cemetery which Monsieur Bemussis 
had just given to the village, - little thinking, poor man, 
that he was to be the first buried there. — a great cry arose.' 
Monsieur Janvier wept as lie .said (he prayers, and all pre.s- 
ent liad tears in their eyes, 

“ At last he was buried, in the evening the crowd di.s- 
l>ersed and went to their homes, spreading grief and mourn- 
ing througiiout the country. Tlie next morning, Gondrin, 
Goguelat, Butifer, the gamekeeper, and some others, .set to 
work to raise a pyramid of earth, twenty feet high, over the 
spot where he lies, which they are going to sod," and every- 
body is at work upon it. 

“ Such, my dear father, are the events of the last few davs. 
iiw will of Monsieur Benassis was found lying open on Ms 
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tal)Ie, by Monsieur Dufau.' The disposition', that oiir kind, 
friend has raadO' of his 'property has iiic,reased, if ..possible, , 
the attachment that all feel for Iiira, and the grief occasioned 
by his death. And now, my good father, I hope to receive 
by Butifer, wlio eai'ries this note, an answer telling me what 
I must do. Will you come and fetch me? or am I to Join 
yon at Grenoble? Tell me wdiat you wish, and be sure of 
my perfect obedience. 

“ Adieu, dear father; I send you the tender regard of your 
affectionate son, 

Adrien" Genestas.’’ 

“ Well, I must go there,’’ cried the soidier. 

He ordered his horse to be saddled, and started on 
one of those December mornings wdien the sky is 
cwered with a gray veil, when the breeze is not 
strong enough to drive away the fog, through which 
the dripping houses and the leaf ess trees no longer 
wear their customary^ expression. The silence grim 
— there are silences that are dazzling. In fine weather 
the least sound has a joyous tone, hut on a gloomy day 
Nature is not silent, she is mute. The fog w^as clinging 
to the trees and condensing into drops, which dripped 
slowly upon the fallen^ leaves like tears. All noise died 
away in the humid atmosphere. Colonel Ctenestas, 
whose heart was wrung by thoughts of death and keen 
regret, was in sympathy with this saddened nature. He 
involuntarily compared the soft spring heavens and the 
%ailley he had seen so joyous on his previous journey 
with the melancholy aspect of those leaden skies, those 
moimtains stripped of their green drapery and not 
yet swathed in robes of snow, — whose effects have a 
beauty of their own. .-.■A naked landscape is a painful 
sight to a man on his way to an open grave ; to iiiiii. 
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that grave seeros ei-erjwhere. The hlack fir-trec^s, 
which here and there clothed tlic «>Ycrlia!igiiig 
■blended their images of moiiming with the o!lu*r iiillu- 
ences that gripped the soldier’s heart, and every time 
hiS'Cyes took in the valley to its fall exUait, la* ilioiiglil 
of the sorrow that brooded over It, anti the void that 
was caused by the death of one man. 

Genestas soon arrived at the phu?e where in* hml for» 
merh' obtained a cup of milk. Seeing smoke Ircnii the 
chimney of the cottage where the lius[?Ua! ('hiidrim were 
taken care of, his thoughts tsinied more* partieuhuiy to 
the beneficent mind of his friend, ami he resolved U) 
stop and make a gift to the poor woonui la 
name. Fastening his horse to a tree, he opened the 
door of the house without rappiiig. 

Good-day, motlier,” ho said to the ohl woman, 
w’hom lie found in the chimney-conun* with til! the ehil- 
dreu squatting round lua*. Do you renimnlKM* loe? ” 

Oh, yas ! very well, my di’ar nion^-ieiir. You 
here on a pretty spring morning, and gave me some 
money.” 

“*WeIi, mother, hero's more for you and the littU* 

'Ones.”.- ' . ■ ■ , . 

My good monsieur, I thank voii. May God bhxss 
you!” 

Don’t thank me; 3 ’ou owe the nuniey to our poor 
friend Monsieur Bena;ssis.” 

The old woman raised her head and looked at Ck> 
nestas. “ Ah, monsieur,” she said, though lie has 
given his property to our poor valley, and we are all Ids 
heirs, we have lost our true wealth : he made everything 
come right for us.” 
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Goocl-b}', mother; pray for him/’ said Geaestas, 
tappiag the cliiidrea lightly with his riding- whip as he 
turned aw’a}’. 

Tiien, followed to the door the little fainih’ and 
the old woman herself, lie mounted his horse and rode 
on. Taking the low’er road to the village, he came to the 
bridie-path wdiich led up to the cottage of the Fosseuse. 
When he reached the angle at which the house could be 
seen, he noticed, with much imeasiness, that the doors 
and blinds wxn'e all closed ; then he returned to the 
village b}" the great high-road, w^hose poplars w^ere now 
leafless. As he entered it, he saw an old laborer 
dressed in what seemed to be his Sunday clothes, walk- 
ing all by himself and without his tools. 

“ Good-day, Moreau.” 

Ah! good-dajs monsieur — I remember 3'ou,” said 
the old man after a moment’s silence. ‘‘You are the 
friend of our departed ma3’or. Oh 1 monsieur, wouldn’t 
it luive been better if the good God had taken a poor 
rheumatic man like me? lam good for nothing; but 
he was everybody’s joy.” 

“ Can you tell me wd\y the Fosseuse is not at home? ” 

Tile old man looked at the sky’. 

“ What o’clock is it, monsieur! There’s no sun to 
tell the time 0’ day’,” he said. 

“ It is ten o’clock.” 

“ Well, then, she is either at mass or in the cemetery. 
She goes there every day. Though Monsieur Beiiassis 
left her an annuity’ of live hundred francs and that 
house during her lifetime, she is lialf-crazy with grief.” 

“ Where are you going, my^' good man?” 

‘‘ To the funeral of that poor little Jacques, who was 
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mj nephew. The weakly thing died jc^sterdfiy moriiiiig ; 
it really seemed as if ’t was that dear l\hiiisieiir lleiinss’H 
who kept lilm alive. Ah ! those young ilicy die I ’** 
added Moreau, in atone lialf-plaliitive, fialf-Jeeulur. 

At the entrance to the village, Geiiestas slofiped his 
horse as he overtook Goguelat, and Gonclrii'L liotli (uirrY' 
ing spades and picka^ces.- ■ 

Well, my old troopers,^’ he cried, “ we liuve liad the 
misfortune to lose Mind- : 

That’s enough, enough, my oflicerd’ n*plie(I Chi- 
guelat in a siirh" tone.-- We know it too well ; we have 
just been cutting ■.sods-, for Ms grave ” 

“It will he-, a .'.noble 'life .■for you to hi! ofd' said 
.Geiiestas., 

Yes,” answered Goguelat,- “ barring the l)a,tih»s. he 
was the Napoleon of-oiir .valley.” 

When Geuestas reached tiie parsonage, he saw BiitifVr 
and Adrien talking at the door wiili Blorisieiir Jjiiivimv 
who had doubtless just returned from saving iriass, 
Butifer, seeing that the officer was about to disinouiit, 
came forward to hold his horse, while Adrien threw his 
arms round Ms father’s neck. The soldier was greatly 
moved by that show of tenderness, but he hid liis fm*h 
ings and said : — 

“Well! you are improved, Adrien. Bless me, you 
are almost a man, thanks to our poor friend. And I 
^hall not forget master Butifer, yoiir iiistriK-tor.” 

“Ah! my colonel,” exclaimed Butifer, “take me 
with 3"ou to your regiment. Now that Blonsleiir 
Benassis is dead, I am afraid of myself. Did ift he wish 
me to be a soldier? well,, I M do Ms will. * He toM you 
about me, and j'ou ’ll be forbearing — ” 
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, , Agreed, mj good fellow,” said Genestas, graspiog 
.Ills Iiancl. ^^'Make yourself easy; I’ll get' ^’oii s.ome,' 
good einplo3"mei'ife — ..^'Ahl monsieur le cure.” 

, Colonel, I am .as deeplj' grieved as all ..the' people 
■la tlie district, but I feel more keenly than tliey how 
■ Irreparable a loss it is to us. That man was an angel. 
Happiljr, he died without suffering ; God loosened with 
pitying hand the bonds of a life that .was a constant 
benefit to ns.” 

‘‘ Ma,}" I ask you to come with me to the eemeter^^ ; 
I want to say as it were a farewell to him.” 

Butifer and Adrien followed Genestas and the curate, 
who walked a few paces in advance, talking as they 
went. When the lieiitenaiit-coionel had passed through 
the village ly the road leading to the little lake, he saw, 
on the hither side of the mountain, a large piece of 
rocky ground, enclosed bj: wmlis. 

‘‘ That is the cemeteiy,” said the curate. Three 
months before he came — he, the first -—to lie there, 
our dear friend was impressed with the evils that result 
from putting grave-3"ards around churches, and, to en- 
force the law wliich requires that the}” shall be at a given 
distance from all dwelling-houses, he himself gave this 
piece of ground to the community. To-day we bury a 
little child in it — beginning thus with Innocence and 
Virtue. Is death, then, a recompense? Does God teach 
us a lesson when He calls to Himself two perfect beings ? 

the trial of our 3math by ph3"sical suffering, of our 
manhood by moral suffering, the way to Him? See, 
there is the rustic monument we are putting up to him.” 

Genestas saw a pj^ramid of earth about twenty feet 
high, still bare, though the:' base was partly turfed by 
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tlio bns}" IiHEds, of the vi]lagcr.s. Tlic^ hjillic*<l 

ill tears, was. sitting with her liofui in la^r liaiicis. «hi 
the stones which held in place a large lunclf of a 

hr-treo with the: hark left cm. Hit* SHMiii' rt?ad the 
following wo,rds cut lo large letters liilti the woucL 

Tl O. M. 

Here ukb' 

The Goon Moxsieuii Benassis, 

The Fathee . . 

OF us ALL. 

... Ph AY FOE IIl3L 

** Was it jou, monsieur le. eiirth*'' said Geriestas, 
‘‘who gave that inscription?” 

“ No,” replied the cimite, ‘" ayo have put tiie w’ords 
that have been said and eelioed from the 1<J|)S of those 
mountains as far as Grenoble.” 

Standing silent for. a .moment am! then api'iroaeiri ng 
the .Fosseiise, who did not hear , him, (.leiit^shis said to 
the curate: “As soon as I get tnv reilreiiieiit, I shall 
come back and end my days among you.” 


tJaiverstty Prm : Mn Witeoa & Sob, Cam5rl«i^. 


BALZAC IN ENGLISH. 


Modeste Mignon. 


TRANSLATED BY 

KATHARINE PRESCOTT WORMELEY. 


In “ Modeste Mignon ” we still have that masterly power of analysis, keeHj 
incisive, piercing superficiality and pretence, as a rapier pierces a doublet, but we 
have in addition the puritv and sweetness of a genuine light comedy, — a comedy 
which has for its central object the delineation of the mysteries of a young girl’s 
mind. ■ 

As a whole, “ Modeste Mignon is not only a masterpiece of iTench art, but 
a masterpiece of tiiat master before whom later novelists must pale their ineffec- 
tual lires. As the different examples of Balzac's skill are brought before the pub- 
lic through the excellent translations by Miss Wonneley, none competent to judge 
can fail to perceive the power of that gigantic intellect which projected and carried 
out tlie scheme of the Comddie Huinaine,nor fail to understand the improvement 
in literatu’-e that would result if Balzac’s methods and aims were carefully studied 
by all who aspire to the name of novelist. — York Home JtnirnaL^ 

The public owes a debt of gratitude to the industrious translator of Balzac’s 
masterpieces. Thev follow one another with sufficient rapidity to stand in striking 
contrast with each other. The conscientious reader of them cannot but lay down one 
after another witli an increasing admiration for their author’s marvellous grasp upon 
the great social forces wliich govern the thought and actions of men. In “ Modeste 
Migmoiu” as in “ lihigdiiie OVandet,” we find that the tremulous vibrations of first 
love in ilia heart ofaYoimg and pure-minded girl are not deemed unworthy of this 
great artist's study. The delicate growth of a sentiment which gradually expanded 
inti.) a passion, and which was absolutely free from any taint of sensuality, is 
analyzed in Modeste Mignon” with consummate skill. The plot of this book 
is far from extraordinary.'" It is even commonplace. But where in these days 
shall we find another author who can out of such a simple plot make a story like 
the one before us? The many-sidedness of Balzac’s genius is widely acknowl- 
edged; but there are probably tew people among those whose acquaintance with 
his writings has been necessarily limited to translations who could conceive of him 
producing such a bright and sparkling story, thoroughly realistic, full of vitalizing 
power, keen analysis, and depth of study and reflection, brilliantly imaginative, 
and siviwing an elasticity in its creative process which cannot fail to attract every 
lover of a higher and better art in fiction. _ - 

But light' and delicate as Balzac’s touch generally is throughout this volume, 
there is also shown a slumbering force which occasionally awakens and delivers a 
blow that seems as if it had been struck by the hammer of Thor. He ranges over 
the whole scile of human passion and emotion, penetrates into the very inmo.st 
chambers of the heart, apprehends its jnovements, and lays bare its weakness 
with a firm <and yet delicate touch of his" scalpel. The book has been excellently 
translated by Mfss VV’onneley She is fully in sympathy with the author, and has 
t caught his spirit, and the result is a translation which preserves the full flavor, 
vigor, and delicacy of the original. 


One handsome i2mo volume., uniform mth Pl^re Goriotf' “ The 
Duchesse de Lan^eaisT Cesar BirotteauP Eug-hue Grandetp 
^Cousin Ponsp The Conniry Doctor The Tv)o Brothers^ and 
« The Alkahest P Half morocco f French style. Price, 

ROBERTS BROTHERS, Publishers, 

, ■ ■ Boston. 


BALZAC IN ENGLISH. 


The Magic Skin. 

(LA PEAU DE CHAGRIN.,) 

l-RANSLATEU BY 

KATHARINE PRESCOTT WOKMELEY. 


**The Magic Skin ’’is a great novel,”-- great in coiicri t its 

s/ecution, and great in the impression it leaves upm the readcf’s 'Hu se 

wno deny that Balzac is a moral teacher svil! u-tiacl ihei? oj.-niun .a;e: ili.s 

powerful' allegory, h is a picturesque representation o! tin; gtcai inupu \H\:h Hm.! 
m life we have to pay for every excess we enjoy. ■ In llie gradua shriifKliig o| the 
“Magic Skin” we see the inevitable law that Iw nncontroHcd ihssfjuliuu «4 !»w<lv 
or mind we use up our physical strength and exham'i our i ii.ii.ty In iha: hvauH- 
ful, cold, fascinating character, Fddora, the writer n-s :l,r glHiering wui.J « f 

fashion and frivolity .which men pursue vainly and find to tlie*: co.st only dust .hhI 
ashes. In the gentle, loving, and devoted ^Panline, Bai^ac rvpie!).t;rjis the luMing 
and pure pleasures of domestic i;fe. Tut in kaphatl’s .short YijouneiJl (d" thnn 
we see the workings of that inflexible law, “Whatever yt sort' tliai shall_ ye a.’s»» 
reap.”. In the vivid, striking, realistic picture of PatT'ian i.ir s,\iiiLh I iUiAi' pre- 
sents to us in “The Magic Skin.” the writer had a cttm-coiH moral purpose. Wt 
know of no more awful allegory, in literature . — Ihsiau I't'anscriff. .. 

■ The story is powerful 'and original; but .its reafer.s win lie n )»■! .iffecletl l't\ its 
marvellous knowledge of human nature, and the dccj-cuu.ng tlu^ .i.i/mn ui diaiac* 
ter which makes the attempts of our own aiialyuc.il nttv) .qq car ’ ii| eifiruil 
and experimental. ■ Lite in all cla.ssesof the P.itfs nl i-oms i'h .ijf, e';- lime in pm- 
trayed in the strongest lights atid shadows, and with rouintu.il l ashf*. oi 
satire, and sarcasm -which spare neither poliiki.m, pin!oM>p!irr, I'Ufsi, poei, jouj- 
nalist, artist, man of the world, nor wi'inan ni the wtnld lluiu Jj a ma/.r of 
heterogeneous per.sonages kaphad, the hem, k earned, purvn. li hv the n maies-s 
Magic Skin, which drives him nitncilessiy tc Id- doom I he \ nr- t>! ho h i s t ly 
are laid bare ; but there is also a beautihd exposiiion of p-miiv m the hmub’e lim 
of Pauline, who is the good angel of the story, h. ir.u. slating “ La iVau tic i1sa- 
grin ” Miss Wormeley has done work that isni once skiduS aiui di^crort. It js a 
man’s book, virile though not vulgar, and expo, sing jn'uminrnccs m i remh sj»cial 
views such as most writers veil in obscurities, flerv aii is Irani. Iv asai liom,;tdiy 
shown, but by a man of genius, who had no more need ot prtuljNh iiyp.oci.sy than 
Shakespeare. 

, Mr. .Parsons’s thoughtful ^preface is a fiiting introductimi t<'» iIjc mmd wiindvr- 
ful of all Ilal'/ac’s romances, it is not a whit luo . strong for \fr, i'.n.v’n*' {'. wr te 
;.that,. saving -Shakespeare, “-aO:nian cvmid havch<-rn bedet mied to exiuniut* men- 
tal processes, to gauge their effect.s, to esiinnie then ssgMiinu.i e and ui *h’fme 
their nature and scope * than Balzac tf Iktlzac liad been a ikum.upaud nut a 
Frenchman of the irench, this book of hi'i would be a*, much «si an Epoch- maker 
^.Goethe’s “Faust.”-, It may'ta,ke years oeiore the fuller appicciaticm of ** La. 
Feau de Chagrin ” comes, .but it is:..a siudy of life which will oe studied in cen- 
turies yet to come. — New York Times. 


One handsome izma volume^ uniform wi/h “ “ The 

^Mohesse.' de JUangeah^^' . Cesar BiroiieauC^ Engenie 

PonsE “ The Country Doeiorp “ The Two'BrotImsT ** The 
Alkahest T and Modeste MigmnP Bound in half moraceo. E'nnek 
Myie. Price, 

ROBERTS BROTHERS j Publishers, 

Boston* 


13ALZAC IN ENGLISH 


COUSIN BETTE. 


TRANSLATED BY 

KATHARINE PRESCOTT WORMELEY. 


He [Balzac] does not make Vice the leading principle of life. The most terrible 
puiiishnient invariably awaits transgressors. . . Psychologically considered. 
Cousin Bette ” with the “ Peau de Chagrin ■” and “ The Alkahest” are the most 

g oweruil of all Balzac’s studies. The marvellous acquaintance this romance-writer 
ad with all phases and conditions of B'rench men and women has never been 
more strongly accentuated. For a French romance presenting difficulties in 
translation, Miss Wormeley’s work is excellent. Its faithfulness is even remark* 
ab!e._ We can hardly concejve that after this series is comiiJeted Balzac will 
remain unknown or unappreciated by American readers. — New York Times. 

Balzac aspired to paint French life, especially Parisian life, in all its aspects, — 
” the great modern monster with its every face,” to use his own words ; and in no 
one of his novels is his insight keener, his coloring bolder, or his disclosures of the 
corruptions of city life more painfully realistic, than in “Cousin Bette.” . . . Not 
one of the admirably rendered series shows more breadth, skill, and sympathy 
with, every characteristic of the great French author than does this. And it is 
quite a marvel of translation. — The Anu'rican., Phihxdeiphia. 

’T is true the book is not for babes, but he must have strange views o£ innocence 
wlio would ignore the influence for good inherent in such a work. Ignorance con- 
stitutes but a sorry shield against the onslaughts of temptation. It is well if wis- 
dom can be so cheaply got as by the perusal of the book. — /I merican HibTew, 

It is an awful picture, but it is emphatically a work of genius. . . . It cannot 
be said that “Cousin Bette” is a book for those who like only optimistic presen- 
tations of life._ It is a study in morbid pathology *, an inquiry "into the working of 
passioms and vices, the mischief actually caused by w'hat in all human societies is 
too patent and too constantly in evidence to be denied or ignored. . • He [Bal- 
zac] must be judged by the scientific standard, and from that point of view there 
can be no hesitation in declaring “ Cousin Bette ” a most powerful work. — New 
York Tribitm, ■ 

And there is much in the characters that is improper and fortunately counter to 
our civilization ; stiil the tone concerning these very things is a healthy one, and 
Balzac’s belief in purity and goodness, his finth in the better part of humanity, is 
shown in the beautiful purity of Madame Hulot, and the lovely chastity of Hor*^ 
tense. In “Cousin Bette,” as in all Balzac’s works, he mandests a familiarity 
with the ethics of life which has gained for him the exalted position as the greatest 
of B'reuch novelists. — St. Paid DispaUh, 


One handsome i2mo volume^ temform with “ Plre Goriotp'* “ The 
Ditch esse de Langeais,"* “ Cesar BiroiteanP'* “ Eitgcnie Grandetp^ 
“ Cousin PonsC The Country Doctor^ ** The Two Brothers^' “ The 
Alkahest , “ The Magic Skinp^ and Modeste MignonP Bound in half 
viorocco, French Style, Price, 

ROBERTS BROTHER.S, Publishers, 

Boston. 



BALZAC IN ENGLISH. 


LOUIS LAMBER T. 


‘‘Asfor B.ilzac,” writes Oscar Wikk, lie was a mmt n ni vik »!4“ f «'n<bihaooit 
of the artistic teniperameiu wish the sdentilk If is Ir.- fcstij-tna. 

ment which reveak itself the most dearly in_ the mivel 1 m lore ns _ A->. wr u‘iul 
"‘Louis Lambert,*’ we feel convinced that it is lamdy ant* hinyrai it i^ .f 

psychical study as delicate as Amiers/JournHl, and lif.-isly as sj.jnuiah v. hjium 
the life of the sensitive, poetical schoolboy, feeling that it is a irnn picturr of fLii- 
xac*s own youth. When the literary work tw wSuch ihe item !< r ye.ir< 

in all his spare moments is destroyed, .we do not need to he tokl by P,ir.sons 
that this is an episode in Balzac’s own experience ; we are susr ««l ih Lit! a ready ; 
and no writer could describe so sympathetically the deep expiWiCnces of 

an aspiring soul who had not at heart felt them keetily. iNo nur.Ki ia.i'.i cnmd liave 
written “ Louis Lambert.” — • Boston Tmmcri^t. 

Ofall of Balzac’s works thus far translated by Miss Kailnaritjc riC'>cott Wornie1r*v^ 
the last in the series, ‘"Louis Lamhen,” is. the mrwt dillktilt o.i comprehensir.ii. 
It is the second of the author’s Philosophical ^Studies, 'Fhe M ig'C hk li" be.ng 
the first, and “ Serapltita,” shorily tfi be published, being the ‘b-ird ^.UMi kr p _ Li 
“Louis Lambert” Balzac has presented a studv ol a iioble sru.l^ — a jii f 
exalted and lofty aspirations which chafes under the fetters ot e othiv ext-ut! t.s . 
and has no sympathy with the world of materialism. This get, iu- 

made the medium, moreovei, for the enunciation *4 the outlines of a ‘•y-^tent rif 
philosophy which goes to the very roots of Oriental in'cu]ii«'tn and a- n, 

source, and which thus reveals iHe marvellous Si;ope of P-abar's leaniinc, "liic 
scholarly introduction to the book by (leorge Fredurc Fatsmu-, in advbtiou lu 
throwing a great deal of valuable light upon other phases of Out work, ‘daws liov. 
many of the most recent scientific theories are directly it! hm* w,th the de-i trmes 
broadly set forth by Balzac nearly sixty years ago. The boek is t a;e to he ri,nubet1 
rather than read ; mid it is made intelhgibfe by the exiremelv ah.c Inn uilticiion 
and by Miss Wonneley’s excellent tra n skit ion. — r 

“Louis Lambert,” with the two other inemhorH of the Ttile^gv, I, a Peau <fe 
Chagrin” and “Serajihiia,” is a book which prt-senis manv onh*. nhles to the 
student. It deals with profound and unfamiliar suby cts, iind the uieardng o! tite 
author by no means lies on the surface. It is the stmly of a guM!, assuring snul 
enshrined in a feeble body, the sword we.iring out the scabbard, the s’niii soar-ng 
away from its prison-house of flesh to its more congenial hooie. I? in (narked 
contrast to the study of the destructive and debawng pro«'ii8 which wr m*b in the 
“ Peau de Chagrin.” It aiamls midway betwemi this study of the mean aod base 
and that noble presentation of the final evolution of a s«ml on the very borders of 
Divinity which Balzac gives us in “ Seraphita.” 

The readeiMJOt accustomed to such hi|:h {tondering* needs a guide to plnce him 
m rapport with, the Seer. Such a guide and friend he find* isi Mr, PfirMutn, 
whose introduction of one hundred and fifty pages is by tso mviins the h ast vain 
able part of this volume. It is impossible to do more than sketch the of 

Balzac’s philosophy and the demonstration so sttccesslfu’ly attempted by Mr. Par« 
sions of the exact correlation between many of Balzac’s speculations awl ihe 
newest scientific theories. The introduction !s so clo^ftdy written that it. defies 
much condensation. It is so intrinsically valuable that it wiil thoroughly repav 
careful and minute study. ---From ** a London ypurnM o/ Psychical arid 

Occult Research^ March 9,1889. 


One handsome izmo 7 toiume^ uniform with ** P}re Gormtf^ The 
Pfuchesse de Langmisf' “ Cesar 'BiroiimuP^ Ruf^hiie Grandeip 
Cousin Ponsp ^ The Comdry Doctor p The Two" Profhrrsf' “ The 
/iikahestp Modesto Mi^nonp “ 37 / 4 ? Magic SkinC BeiteP 
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BALZAC m ENGLISH. 


SONS OF THE SOIL. 

Tmnsiated by Katharine Prescott Wormeiey. 


Many critics have regarded ‘‘Les Paysans,” to which Miss Wormeley, 
in her admirable translation, has given the title “ Sons of the Soil,” as one 
of Balzac’s strongest novels ; and it cannot fail to impress those who read 
this English rendering of it. Fifty or sixty years ago Balzac made a pro- 
found study of the effects produced by the Revolution upon the peasants 
of the remote provinces of France, and he has here elaborated these obser- 
vations in a powerful picture of one of those strange, disguised, but fero- 
cious social wars which were at the time not only rendered possible, but 
promoted by three potent influences, namely, the selfishness, of the nch 
landholders ; the land-hunger and stimulated greed of the peasants ; and 
the calcuiated rapacity of middle-class capitalists, craftily using the hatreds 
of the poor to forward their own plots. The first part of “ Les Paysans ” 
(and the only part which was published during the author’s ihe) appeared 
under a title taken from an old and deeply significant proverb, Qai a tirrc^ 
“ Who has land has war.’’ 

It is the account of a guerilla war conducted by a w'hole country-side 
against one great land-owner, — a war in which, moreover, the lawless 
aggressions of the peasantry are prompted, supported, and directed by an 
amazing alliance between the richest, most unscrupulons, and most power 
ful of the neighboring provincial magnates, who, by controlling, through 
family council, the local administration, are in a position to paralyze resist 
ance to their conspiracy. The working out of this deep plot affords thv 
author opportunity for the introduction of a whole gallery of marvellout 
studies. 

It is perhaps hardly necessary to say that this powerful and absorbing 
story is lifted above the level of romance by the unequalled artistic genius 
of the author, and that it is at times almost transformed into a profound 
political study by the depth and acumen of his suggestions and comments. 
Nor should it be requisite to point out analogies with territorial conditions 
in more than one other country, which lend to “Les Paysans” a special 
interest and significance, and are likely to prevent it from becoming obsolete 
for a long time to come. Of the translation it only need be said that it is 
as good as Miss Wormeley has accustomed us to expect, and that means 
the best rendering of French into English that has ever been. done. 
New York Tribune, 


Handsome 12mo volume, botnid in half Ritssia. Pricer 
$ 1 . 50 . 

ROBERTS BROTHERS, Publishers, 

BOSTON, MASS. 



BALZAC IHf ENCLISn. 
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FAM B AND So R ROW, 

^ ©tljEi- Storirs. 

TRANSLATED BY KATHARINE PRESCOTT WORMI LKY. 

. 'I2mo. Half Kussia. . Uniform with our edition nf Bal/ac% 
Works. Price, $1^50.' In addition to this remiirkalde story, 
the volume contains the following, namely: **Co|nnfl Chabert,*” 
‘*‘The Atheist’s Mass,” La Grande ■ Breteche,” “The Purse,” and 
La Grenadi^re.” 

The force and passion of the -8101168 of Balzac are unapproarlsable. ^ He had 
the art of putting into half a dozen pages all the fire ana wlrkh niar.y 

writers, who are still great, cannot compass in a volume. The present vcihsme is 
an admirable collection, and presents well his power of handling short story. 
That the translation is excellent need hardly be s.iid- — Bmimi Courier, 

-The six stories^ admirably translatedjjy Miss Wormeley, afiytrd ynod examples 
of -Balzac’s work in what not a few crstics have thought lus chief specialty. It is 
certain that no writer of many novels wrote bo many shrirt stories ;xs he ; and i! is 
equally- as certain that his short stories are, almost without an except ion, models 
of what such compositions ought to be. . . No modern author, hrosever, of arjy 
school whatever, has succeeded in producing short stories lialf so gouti as Bal/ac’s 
best. „ Balzac did not, indeed, attempt to display liis subtility aiul deftness by 
writing short stories about nothing. _ Every one of his tales cor, tain.^ an episode, 
not necessarily, but usually, a dramatic episode ^ Tlie fnst^ in the juc^ent ctnleo 
tion, better known as “La Maison du Chat-qui*pelote,” is really a shoit novel. 
It has all the machinery, all the interest, all tlie detail of a regular story. The 
difference i .8 that it is compressed as Hal/.ac only cottld foiiiprc*'S; that here and 
there important events, changes, etc.,^are indicated itt^a few ptmtnful lines inMrad 
of being elaborated; that the vital poitits are thrown into stjong rdief. 'fake the 
pathetic story of “ Colonel Chabert “ It begins with an elalMijatnm of tk-taih 
The description of the lawyer's office might seetn to some too miiuue. I'.nt it is 
the stage upon which the Colonel is to appear, and when he entms we see the 
value of the preliminaries, for a picture is presented which the me tootv seizes and 
holds. As the action progresses, detail is used more parsimoniously, because thi^ 
mise-en-st'ent' has already been completed, and becattse. the diameters once 
clearly described, the development of character and the working of passion can 
be indicated with a few pregnant strokes. Notwithstanding this increasing 
economy of space, the action takes on a swifter intensity, and the culminatkm 01 
the tragedy leaves the reader breathless. 

■ In “The Atheist’s Mass” we have auite a new kind of story This is rather 
a psychological study than a narrative ot action. I’wo widely dbtir.gui^dn'd char- 
acters are thrown on the canvas here, •— that of the great surgeon ami that of the 
humble patron; and one knows not which most to admiie. tiu- vigor of the 
drawing, or the subtle and lucid psychical analysis- I n Ijoth there is rare beauty of 
soul, and perliaps, after all, the poor Auvergnat surpasses the emirierst snigeon, 
though this is a delicate and difficult question. But h{»w compilete the Hu!e story 
is; how much it tells; with what skill, and in how delighifnl a maimer 1 'i'hea 
there is that tremendous haunting legend of “ La Grande Brettehe,” a story which 
has always been turned into more languaps and twisted into more new forms than 
almost any other of its kind extant. What author has equalled the continuing 
horror of that unfaithful wife^s agony, compelled to IcRik on and assisi at the slow 
murder of her entrapped lover? . . ^ Then the death of the husband and wife, 
the one by quick and fiercer dissipation, the other by simple refusal to live longer, 
— and the abandonment of the accursed dwelling to solitude and decav, complete 
a picture, winch for vividness, emotional force, imaginative power, and compre- 
hensiveness of effects, can be said to have few equals in its own class of fiction, 
Kansas City Journal. 


Sold by all booksellers. Mailed, postpaid, on receipt of Price, Pv 
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BALZAC IN ENGLISH. 


An Historical Mystery. 

Translated by KiTHARINK PRESCOTT WORMELBY. 
liSmo. Half Russia. Uniform with Balzac's Worhs. Price, $1.50. 


A^m Historical Mystery \s the title given to‘* Une Tenebreuse Affaire,’’ which 
has just appeared in the series of translations of Honore de Balzac’s novels, by 
Katharine Prescott Wornieley This exciting romance is full of stirring interest, 
and is distinguished by that minute analysis of character in which its eminent 
author excelled. The characters stand boldly out from the surrounding incidents, 
and with a fidelity as wonderful as it is truthful. Plot and coimterpdot follow 
each other with marvellous rapidity; and around the exciting days when Na- 
poleon was First Consul, and afterward when he was Emperor, a mystery is 
woven in which some royalists are concerned that is concealed with masterly 
ingenuity until the novelist sees fit to take his reader into his confidence. The 
heroine, Laurence, is a remarkably strong character; and the love-story in which 
she figures is refreshing in its departure from the beaten path of the ordinary 
writer of fiction. Michu, her devoted servant, has also a marked individuality, 
which leaves a lasting impression. Napoleon, Talleyrand, Fouchd, and other 
historical personages, appear in the tale in a mSinner that is at once natural and 
impressive. As an addition to a remarkable series, the book is one that no 
admirer of Balzac can afford to neglect. Miss Wormeley’s translation reproduces 
the peculiarities of the author’s style with the faithfulness for which .she has 
hitherto been celebrated . — Saturday Evening Gazette. 

It makes very interesting reading at this distance of time, however ; and Balzac 
has given to the legendary account much of the solidity of history by his adroit 
manipulation. For the main story it must be said that the action is swifter and 
more varied than in many of the author’s books, and that there are not wanting 
many of those cameo-like portraits necessary to w'arn the reader against sloveniy 
perusal of this carefully written story; for the complications are such, and the re- 
lations between the several plots involved so intricate, that the thread might 
easily be lost and much of the interest be thus destroyed The^ usual Balzac 
compactness is of course present throughout, to give body and significance to the 
work, and the stage is crowded with impressive figures. It would be impossible 
to find a book which gives a better or more faithful illustration of one of the 
strangest periods in French history, in short; and its attraction as a story is at 
least equalled by its value as a true picture of the time it is concerned with. The 
translation is as spirited and close as Miss Wormeley has taught us to expect in 
this admirable series. --iVt'Tu I 

One of the most intensely interesting novels that Balzac ever wrote is An 
Historical Mystery, whose translation has just been added to the preceding 
novels that compose the “Com^die Humaine” so admirably translated hy^ h-Iiss 
Katharine Prescott Wormeley. The story opens in the autumn of 1803, in the 
time of the Empire, and the motive is in deep-laid political plots, which are re- 
vealed with the subtle and ingenious skill that marks the art of Balzac. . . The 
story is a deep-laid political conspiracy of the secret service of the ministry of 
the police. Talleyrand, M’lle de Cinq-Cvgne, the Princess de Cadigan, Louis 
XVIIL, as well as Napoleon, figure as characters of this thrilling historic ro- 
mance. An absorbing love-story is also told, in which State intrigue plays an 
important part. The character-drawing is faithful to history, and the story illu- 
minates French life in the early years of the century as if a calcium light w^ere 
thrown on the scene. 

It is a romance of remarkable power^ and one of the most deeply fascinating 
of all the novels of the “'Com^die Humaine.” 


Said by all booksellers* Mailed*, post-paid, on receipt of 
price by the Publishers^ 
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Balzac in English. 


Albert Savarus, with Paz (La Fausse 
Maitresse) and Madame Firmiani. *:> 

Honors de Bauac. Translated by Katharine Tic nit 

Wormeley. 

There is much in this, one of the most rcMTiarkabk of his 
which is synonymous with Bakac’s own liie. Il is the siorv of ii m..ii ^ 
first low for woman, his iiispirer, the mum. irons who?iHie derive^ 
his power of action. It also contains many details on his luihsls of 

life and work. 

The three short stories hi this volume, — * Albert Savarus,* ‘ Pax* .atJcl * Madarae 
Firmiani ’--are chips from that astoimdiug %^cirkshap uhich never ce.ned ils 
tian labors and products until Bakae was noinort*^ Sliori stoiics of tins cnaracieT 
tlew from his glovt'ing forge like sparks from an anvil the pwvihatgs of an Kilr tioiir, 
■the interludes of a more vivid drama, ^ ’I'firee oi iheiii viiiliei'iHl litre iliusiwte $.»»■ 
usual Parisian and provincial life, two in a very noble So-.h'i'o, to tiiC fou'. 

The third— ‘ Albert Savarus’— has many elements of tr.igulv and gr.imknr m li, 
spoiled only by an abruptness in the conchaston and an .aCiunnluH.n <^1 s-jj 
horrors that chill the reader. It is a block of tr.ma nui'^ r hewn, t i-t o a fimd;. In? 
to a fine prophetic suggestion of what is to ftthow n — — i ! e i <•.». i ?. nrigis 
from conditionaiity to fulfilment. The bc,iuSsitul Inn-v an<l saaiou- rai'e tf tne 
nascent -statue are there, not fuby born of the encasttig Motit ; what hvyl}4kJ5fc i-all llic 
‘tenons’ show in all their visibility — the supports ami scatln’aVn tevial IlKm’ 
presence; the forefront is finished as in a Gitek iiichipe or Dlyniptiaw 
where broken Lapiths and Centaurs tIis{X)rt themwdvts; but the biick^riniutl is lude 
and primitive. / . . 

In ‘ Madame Firmiani’ a few brilliant pages suffice to a perfert pH'jtne,— - one of 
the few spotless pictures of this superb yet snioitiR tn.igivian so dcli in pkiuiv*. It i» 
French nature that Balzac depicts, warm with all die plivMcal i^n|Jubc^, undinguised 
in its assaults on the soul, ingeniously sensual, f-clitufsly Imisc in its views of nwnmgc 
atid the marriage relation, but spiendidlv pictU3est|ue In this brirt romarce noble 
words are wedded to noble music. In ‘Faz* an alinoM' tqwal iwbiliiyol thoHglit -- 
the nobility of sClf-renunciatian — is attained, Balzac endows his nirn and women 
with happy millions and unhappy natures : the red ruby — the broken heart 
ip a setting of gold. ‘ Paz/ the sublime Pole who k»v«s the wife of hi* be»l friend, 
a Slav Croesus, is no exceptiotyto the rule. I’he rkhejd rhetoric, the sumiiosl colors, 
fail to counteract the Acherontian gloom of these lives and sorrows ftsmtfhtrl Irorn the 
cauldron of urban and rumi France,— »a cauldron that bums hotier than ^ any otlirr 
with its strange Roman and Celtic ardors* ^ Balzac was perpetually tbpiung into si a«t| 
drawing from it the wonderful and extraordinary incidents of his novels, iticuknls ohtTi 
monstrous in their untruthjf looked at Irora any other than a h'rcnclt point nf 
Thus, the devilish ingenuity of the jealous w’oman in ‘ Albert bav.iruH* would i*«e3iii 
unnatural anywhere else than in the su-imbre French provinces of load'-lool 

sprung up in the rank moonlight of the religious conventual system of ethwaiion for 
women ; but there, and then, and as one result of this system of tepressioiii, il 
seems perfectly natural. And so does the beautiful ^If-abnegation of Albert Idmseif, 
that high-strung soul that could have been bom only in nervous and passionate 
Francev-'' ■■..■■ 

As ^usual, Miss Wormeley’s charming tramslation floats the reader over these 

pages in tiie swiftest and airiest manner. — T&? Cn'ik. 

One handsome lamo volume, uniform with F^re Goriot,*’ ** The 
Duchesse de Langeais ” C^sar Birotteau,** “ Eugenie Grandet,” 
** Cousin Tons/* “ The Country Doctor/* The Two Brothers," and 
“ The Alkahest.** Half morocco, French style. Price, f 1.5a 
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A MEMOIR OF HONORE DE 6ALZAG. 


Compiled and written by Katharine Prescott WormeleYj translator 
of Balzac’s works. With portrait of Balzac, taken one hour after 
death, by Engine Giraud, and a Sketch of the Prison of the College 
de Venddme. One volume, izmo. Half Russia, unifomi with .oiir 
edition of Balzac’s works. Price, ^1.50. 

A complete life of Balzac can probably never be written. The sole object of 
the present volume is to present Balzac to American readers. This memoir is 
meant to be a presentation of the man, and not of his work, except as it was a 
part of himself, — derived from authentic sources of information, and presented in 
their own words, with such simple elucidations as a close intercourse with Balzac’s 
mind, necessitated by conscientious translation, naturally gives. Tlie portrait 
in this volume was considered by Madame de Balzac the best likeness of her 
husband. 

Miss Wormeley’s discussion of the subject is of yaliie in many ways, and it has 
long been needed as a help to comprehension of his life and character. Person- 
ally, he lived up to his theory. His life was in fact austere. Any detailed ac- 
count of the conditions under which he worked, such as are given in this volume, 
will show that this must have been the case ; and the fact strongly reinforces the 
doctrine. ^ Miss Worrneley, in arranging her account of Jiis career, has, almost 
of necessity, made free use of the letters and memoir publislied by Bakac’s sister, 
Madame Surville. She has also, whenever it would serve the purpose of illus- 
tration belter, quoted from the sjketches of him by his contemporaries, wisely 
rejecting the trivialities and frivolities by the exaggeration of which many of his 
first chroniclers seemed bent upon giving the great author a kind of opem-bouffe 
aspect. To judge from some of these accounts, he was flighty, irresponsible, 
possibly a little mad, prone to_ lose touch of actualities by the dominance of his 
imagination, fond of wild and impracticable schemes, and altogether an eccentric 
and unstable person. But it is not difficult to prove that Balzac was quite a 
different character; that he possessed a marvellous power of intellectual organi- 
zation; that he was the most methodical and indefatigable of workers; that he 
was a man of a most delicate sense of honor; that his life was not simply de- 
voted to literary ambition, but was a niartyrdom to obligations which were his 
misfortune, but not his fault. 

All this Miss Wormley has well set forth ; and in doing so she has certainly 
relieved Balzac of much unmerited odium, and has enabled those who have not 
made a_ study of his character and work to understand how high the place is, in 
anjr estimate of the helpers of modern progress and enlightenment to which bis 
genius and the loftiness of his aims entitle him. This memoir is a very mode.st 
biography, though a very good one. The author has effaced herself as much as 
possible, and has relied upon documents” whenever they were trustworthy.—- 
N,Y. Tribune. 


Sold by all booksellers. Mailed., postpaid., on receipt of 
price j by the publishers., 
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Balzac in Ei/f^lisli. 


PIERRETTE 

ANB 

The Vicar OF Tours. 

BY HONORE DE BALZAC. 

Jrmatated by Katharine Prescott Wormeieij, 

and fades under the cruel conditions of her new -„4, r '■' 

tally Balzac depicts in vivid colors the slni-v, , -V, ' , 

"v . . -■; : ' 

suspicion and ill«treatnienf. Tho sto-v i-, m' „ s 1 

me and the patlins of it are eleinonb; oi urilail u intov 't '"‘‘rr ' 

a score or more of peoole noon il.i^ V o' ^ t 

and this theme al J htus a p ce „ the ,u r ' 

Ixnmd up in this same voJnnJ ti • Morv of / 

priest who Is hapV ernnsLm tnrhJ .f*! ! 

kdlady, whopStersanlLn^ 

forth despoiled of his worldly ?hu4ifr’ Ti 

side. There is a great deal tl homm L? o i" ' ■ 

that the humor is of a rather htnvv -cnrf h mie, Jwi one tnuHi ct*ide*»H 

nant satirical purpose. — Thi JSeham, ’ ^^***^'^ ^'e»Khcd down hv a domi. 

“The% 5 uchtTdrrL;er.^’ Jpt“ ^‘:r. f:'’"?*-” 

Grarsdet/^ “Cousin Pons tk#> Birotlcao^ ‘ lui^enif 

Brothers,” and “The Alkahest” Boctor,” “ Hic Two 

Price, ^1.50. ^^kahesL Hall morociu Frcnrh .style. 
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